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10 His Rovat Hrouness 


FREDERICK LEVIS, 


Prince 0 of Wales and Earl of 


Cheſter, Eleftoral Prince of Brunſwick . 
Lunenburg, Duke of Cornwall ' and 
Rothlay, Duke of Edinburgh, Mar- 
quis of the Iſle of Ely, Earl of Eltham, 
Viſcount of Launceſton, Baron of 
Snaudon and of Ren few; Lord of 
the Iſles, and Steward of Scotland, 
and Knight of the Mo oft Noble Order 

of the Garter. el 


May it Pleaſe your Royal Highneſs, 


E 85 HO' Your conſenting 
do this Addreſs, be a 
New Inſtance of that 
condeſcending Good- 


neſs, and known Humanity, 
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D E DICA 710 N. 
which has made your late ſafe 
Arrival, one of the Bleflings of 
His Ma jeſty's Reign ; yet it 
leſſens the Preſumption of the 


Author, when tis conſider'd, 


that a Piece, writ with ſo honeſt 
a View, as the Love of our 
Country, and the Cauſe of Li- 
berty, could be no where ſo pro- 
perly addreſs'd, as to the Son of 


that Excellent Prince, whole 


Sword and Councils have done 
more for them than all the 


Pens 1 in Europe. 


ge this little Piece, therefore, 


Sacred to all thoſe g growing 
Hopes, and noble Qualities, 
which theſe Nations behold with 


to much Tranſport in Your 


Highnels, as the An Tran- 


ſcripts 


e 


Erie, of Your opal: Parent 0 
Virtves! Dai 


n | May you ever tread in e 
Steps, and, like them, make the 
Peace, Unanimity, Honour and 
Welfare of theſe Kingdoms, 
and the Preſervation, the eternal 
Preſervation of our civil and 
religious Rights and Liberties, 
Your perpetual Care; and may 
His Sacred Majeſty, by his wiſe 
and prudent Councils, ſo unite 
all his unreaſonably divided 
Subjects, ſo calm the unnatural 
Feuds and Clamours of ill- 
deſigning Men, and ſo ſubdue 
the Spirits of his Enemies, both 
at Home and Abroad ; that after 
a long, a long and happy Reign, 
. he may J-ave Your ROYAL 
AY H 16 H- 


- 


Hi: IGHNESSA Legacy, | nobler 
than his Crown, the Hearts of 
all his Subjects, and the Glory 
and Proſperity of an united 
People. 


1 an, 
Your Royal Highneſi's | 
Maſt obedient, 8 
| Moſt devoted, 
Humble Servant, 


Sau, MappenN, 


PREFACE. 


Ga HOUGH Prefaces are very 
— Targl idle Things to Performances 
of this kind, yet I find my ſelf 
under a Neceſſity of ſaying 
omething here, both that I may return my 
Thanks to the Town for the favourable, 
the very favourable Reception this Piece 
has met with ; and alſo to give ſome ſhort 
Account, with all Sincerity and Candour, 
as to the Occaſion of its writing and pub- 
liſhing. Having always maintain d (tho 
ſeldom with Succeſs) that the Stage might, 
under proper Regulations, be made ſub- 
ſervient to the propagating the nobleſt Sen- 
timents, and the greateſt Virtue among 


our People; and having, many Tears 
A 4 ſince 


Inos, ohſerv d ſomething vory 


[XS PREEACE. + 
great: and 


2 - 
- 


and his Rival. Ariſtides, I took u Reſolu- 
tion of bringing them together in the Man- 
ner I have done, meerly for my ou 

Amuſement in the Country, and to juſtify 
hat I had ſo often aſſorted. It as 
finiſÞ'd-im; a much ſhorter Time than is 

Proper to mention, and lay by me longer, 
and more entirely neglected and for- 

gotten than is uſual, I believe, in ſuch 
Mritings; till happening to ſhew it to a 
Friend, who thought better of it than 
it deſeru'd; he tempted me to let it 
come out by the Offer of a noble Study of 
Books, out of the Profits of it, a to 
ſatisfy my Difenclination to appear in ſuch 
an Affair, by tranſacting every Thing under 
his Cover. This awas accordingly agreed 
to, and the Copy lodg'd with Mr. Rich, 
When the Death of my Friend, made it ab- 

ſolutely neceſſary for me, either to loſe the 
Benefit of it intirely, or ſo far to appear in 


it, as not to let it be ruin d by my own 


Negle&, or others Miſmanagement, fince 


there was no avoiding its coming into the 
World. N pa 
2 It 


exalted in the Charafter of Themiſtocles, 


PREFACE. 

| Jt: ts: not now-publiſh'd awith any vain N 
Pretenfions of ſetting up for a Poet, or to 
excel in a Way which fo few are ſo happy 
to furbeed in; or, when they do, are enough 
conſider d by the World to make others 
endeavour to amitate them. The. Author 
has his Time and T houghts engroſs d with 
Matters infinitely more noble, as *well- as 
more delightful to him, than to indulge any 
Imaginations of that kind; yet, if ſo mean 
a Thing can be in the ſmalleſt Manner 
uſeful (for meer Entertainment is a poor 
Aﬀair) to engage the Attention of Perſons 
of diſtinguiſb d Parts and Knowledge, as 
avell as Fortune and Power, ſo far, as by 
their Means to influence others (that have 
meaner Views in Acting, and lower Ways 
f Thinking) to entertain higher Notions 
of what they owe to themſelves and Cha- 
rafters, to. heir Countrymen and Fellow- 
Citizens, and the ſacred, the important 
Truſts many of them are inveſted with in 
their different Situations: If it can in the 
leaſt occaſion in them, a greater Scorn of a 
litthe tranſitory Riches, Power and Gran- 
deur, and more elevated T houghts of their 


Duty to our Excellent Sovereign (than 
| 20 Bom 
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whom I believe, a better Man, or a nahler 
Prince, never fill d the Throne) and the 
Offices they are to diſcharge, in his and 
their Country's Service, either with Hongur 
or Infamy, I ſhall think my little Pains, 
my poor Attempt this Way, abundantly 
rewarded, . aig 
But ſuch Hopes are too vain. to be in- 
dulg d, and too ridiculous to be confeſs d 
to have been the View of ſo trivial a Per- 
formance; and ſo leaving ſuch Thoughts to 
thoſe, who are better able to introduce them 
into the World, and make them as Faſhion- 
able as they are Reaſonable ; I ſhall rather 
chuſe to take Notice (of what is, indeed, 
fitter for this Place) that tho' there are 
ſome lute Deviations in this Piece from 
the antient Hiſtorians ; ſuch as Ariſtides 
bringing over, and dying with Themiſto- 
cles, Xerxes's Paſſion for, and Marriage 
with Neliptolema, and Artemiſia's Affec- 
tion to Jerxes; yet, as ſome Hiſtorians 
aſſure us, Ariſtides died in that Country 
about the publick Affairs, near that Time, 
and that Xerxes actually ſhew'd a tender 
Care of Neſiptolema, and made her a 
Prieſteſs of the Sun, and that Artemiſia's 
| conſtant 


* 
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canſtant Attendance on Xerxes s Wars and 
Perſon, makes the Paſſion here given her, 
no ways improbable, J hope the Liberties 
¶ have taken, are at leaſt pardonable, if 
| 4 


* 


not approveable. 

It was eſpecially ſo deferable a Cirrum- 
ſtance to bring Ariſtides, that amiable and 
exalted Character inta View, and ſo pro- 
per an Expedient, by the Force of bis 
Reaſon, Eloquence and uncorrupted In- 
tegrity, to blow up the Sparks of bis 
Love to Athens, which ever lay glowing 
and ſmothering in the noble Breaſt of my 
Hero; that I hope the Criticks ill for- 
give ſo obvious an Error, which I awilling- 
ly fell into, and above all, ſince I freely 
acknowledge they may find ſeveral greater 
Ones, which deſerve leſs Quarter. 
Net, with all its Faults, I did not 
think this Piece deſerv'd ſo ſevere Treat- 
ment, as to be peremptorily refuſed, after 
the moſt earneſt and early Sollicitations, at 
the Old Houſe for two Winters together 
which, however, I have the leſs Reaſon 
to complain of, fince Mr. Rich's great 
Civility, and the agreeable Action of 
- moſs of his Company, have prevailed - 
a 


all the unprejudiced Part of the Town, 
to have every Day a better Opinion of 
this Piece, and their Performance of it, 
than other. But I owe it to every Gen- 
tleman that is more capable of entertaining 
the Town (and who, poſſibly, if more en- 
courag d, might even do their Country 
Honour) this way, to take Notice, that 
1 Mr. Dryden, Mr. Otway, or Mr. 
, Southern (whoſe firſt Plays were ſo vaſtly 
ſhort of their ſolloꝛving ones) had been ſo 
ſeverely diſcouraged by the Managers of 
the Theatre, as Gent lomen are now, our 
Country had poſſibly wanted thoſe great 
Ornaments of the Stage for ever. 

But I will not enlarge on. ſo diſagree- 
able a Subjelt, as it deſerves, and ſhall 
turn to a more pleaſing one, which, the 
mentioning the laſt of. thoſe Gentlemen, 

uts me in mind of; which is, that I 
think myſelf obliged to declare, whatever 
tolerable Reputation this Piece has got, is 
not a little owing to the «warm Declara- 
tions, and hearty Zeal, which Mr. 
Southern (my old Acquaintance, and wor- 
thy Friend) was pleaſed to recommend it 
with, where-ever be fame. Be this there- 


fore 


PREFACE 


fore paid as an  boneſt Debt (and the e 
pars ever owe him of this kind) due in 

atirude to his Affection and Friendſhip, 
0h never forgot the ſmalleſt Obligation 


he received, or remembered the greatef be 
conferr d on 8 05 


pRO- 


N 
| 
| 
| 
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PROLOGUE. 


1 theſe dull Days, this ſinging, fialing _— 
When the ſcorn d Muſes, we „ .quit the Stage, 
To Sounds, with Senſe unburt hen d, veil their Lays, 
While feet unmeaning Song ſters gain the Bays : 
How vain is bis Attempt, who hopes bis Pen, 
Can raiſe in us, our Fathers Souls a gain, 
To think like Britons, and be pleas? like Men 
Net, this to N "3, a Virgin Muſe deſigns, 
Who brings her. reaſures kh om the Grecian Mines, 
Our Ilie to viſit, Athens Son revives, 
To form our Manners, and adorn our Lives ; 
Till now unſung, Themiſtocles appears, 
Great in the Praiſes of Two end 4 Tears ; 
And brings a Crowd of the illuſtrious Dead, 
In hopes that Britons in his Steps may tread ! 
In hopes your Country's Love each Breaſt may fill, 
Aud Patriots act like Grecian Heroes [till ! | 
Oh bluſh for ever, if ſuch Hopes are vain /! 
Blame your own Hearts, and not our Author s Strain ; 
With honeſt Views, bis artleſs Scenes be draws, 
And calls for Virtue, — and diſdains Applauſe. 
He aims not at a Poet's glorious Name, 
"Tis Britain's Bliſs he 7 rv aud Britain's Fame 2 
To make your Hearts burn for your Country's Good, 
And ſcorn for that, your Wealth, your Eaſe, your Blood! 
To vold een Life, a Trifle light as Air, 
When weigh'd with conſcious Honour, Truth, and Her ! 
Thus, brave Themiſtocles perform'd his Part ! 
Thus high his Views ! thus generous his Heart ! 
arm d with ſuch Thoughts, your once am d Fathers 
liv'd, 
And their Toft Liberties and Laws retriev'd. 
From bence, this Je, admiring Nations view, 
The Seat of Freedom, and of Empire too. 
Oh then be juſt unto Tourſelves ! Exert 


That pablick Zeal, iel ſcbells the Patrist's Heart: 
Taught 


4 ZPPROWOEUE. 5j ©} 
Taught by theſe Scenes, eſpouſe your Country's Cauſe, 
Renounce your Factions, and revere your Laus 
Let Grecian Virtue fire each Briton's Mind, |; 
And ſhine the publick Patrons of Mankind ! : 

not from ſervile Views of Power, or Place ;\ 
Preferr d, be Fuſt, or Loyal in Diſgrace. 
Ell not your Country, brib'd by foreign Gold, 
Freedom and Honour never ſhould be ſold ! 
Scorn ! Scorn, the narrow-minded Thirſt of Gain 


- 


And ſhew, that you deſerve Great Geog GE ſnould Rei . ! 
. 


Theſe Lines to be added on the K NS comin 
to the Houſe. 


Survey his beauteous Life, and thence aſſume, 

Virtus to rival ancient Greece and Rome; 

Why ſhould we copy them, when Britain's Throne, 
Shews us ſuch great Examples of our own ? 

There fits that Prince, whoſe Sword, our Country's Cauſe 
Abroad bath fought, at Home defends our Laws ; 
Who, warm for Europe's Freedom ſtak'd his Blood, 
And Spain and Gaul's dread Tyranny withſtood ; 
When in the dreadful Fields of Mons, for Thee, 

He ſcorn'd &en Death, thrice beauteous Liberty ! 
Learn then from Him whoſe Virtues grace bis Throne, 
Tou are not born to ſerve Tourſelves alone, 0 
And for Britannia's Intereſt ſcorn your own. 


"  Dramatis 


- Dramatic Perfone, 


3 Enperor of of Perſia, 
Xerxes, n y in Love with e Walker. 
| " "6: ſiptolema, 

hiraban, a Perſian Prince and Geveral, Mr. giz | 


Mar n Ln and } My. Milward. 


| Uo baniſ}y'd Athenian 
Themiſtocles, 4 Nobleman, Gene- > Mr. Quin. 
+ ral to Xerxes, 


Ariſtides, General to the Athenians, Mr. Ryan. 


(an Athenian Exile, 
Demaratus, < and Friend top Mr. Ogden, 


Themiſtocles, 


8 


the warlike Queen of 
| Caria, ſo much 
Artemiſia, ſpoke of in Hiſto- Mrs. Berry man. 
ry, in Love with 
Rerxes. 


Neſiptolema, — os 8 Mrs. Buchanan. 


Captive Greeks, Perſian Officers, Guards, Soldiers 
and Prieſts. | 


Time is about 20 Hours; Scene is Xerxes Camp near. 
the Temple of the Sun in Magneſia in Aſia, 
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SCENE I. 
Rerxes's Camp in Magneſia i Aſia, 


Euter Ax TABAN aud Max DON Ius. 


Artal au. 


OW the World bends before him? — 

Perſia's Sons 

Have loſt the free-born Souls that 
warmtheir Fathers, 

And bow their Heads, the Vaſſals of 

| Themiſtocies. 

Now by yon riſing Sun (whoſe Beams no more 

Auſpicious ſmile on Perſia) tho' I view 

From hence the banded Force of all our Provinces, 


Theſe armed Millions, that, like ſome vaſt Swarm 
B Warm'd 


wo. 
We 4 ” 
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2- THEMISTOCLES,- 
Warm'd by his Beams, unhiv'd have left their Home 
To ſeek new Seats of Empire, tho I hold 
My Country's Glory dear as Life, I loath 
The Power, the Conqueſts which this Greek has 
gain'd her! | | 51. 958 
Mar. How vain's Succeſs, when Vict'ry only ſerves 


To aggrandize this Fugitive ! In vain, 


Our populous Eaſt here pours forth her Strength, 


And ſends her thronging Nations to the War 
T' avenge on Greece our Royal Xerxes Wrongs, 
And wreſtle with her for the World's wide Empire ; 
If we, ſelf-conquer'd, ſtill muſt wear, my Artaban, 
This Exile's Chains, and call a Creek our General. 
Art. Curſt be his hated Nation, Name and Lineage, 
And doubly curſt thoſe ill-ſtarr'd Days, Mardonius, 
When firſt this out- caſt Wanderer came to Perſia, 
And ſuppliant mov'd our eaſy Monarch's Pity ! 
With all the ſoft Deluſions of the Tongue: 
He own'd his Baniſhment, avouch'd his Innocence, 
And call'd on Xerxes and his Gods to ſave 
An homeleſs, hopeleſs, friendleſs Foe from Ruin, 
Ev'nI was mov'd, my yielding Soul was caught, 
And Grief prevailing o er our antient Enmity, 
Melted my Heart to mourn his injur'd Virtue. 
Fool that I was, — deteſted be my Tongue, 
I ſpoke for him, and wiſh'd I could have lov'd him. 
And now, Oh periſh moſt abhorr'd Remembrance 
Why wilt thou rack my Soul ? llentments; 
Mar. Nay give it vent, and rouſe thy juſt Re- 
This Exile in return, this baniſh'd Fugitive | 
Mounts o'er our Heads, ufurps our Place as Generals, 
Preſcribes the Fate of Aſia with his Breath, 
And dictates Law to us, nay more, to Xerxes, 
Who like a Cypher ſeems to ſtand beſide him, 
Barely to give his Figure Place and Value. 
Gods ! where's this Worth in him to raiſe him thus? 
Art. None! none, by Mizhra! Oh the hourly 
- 'Thought | 
Preys 


& 


Accelerate their Nuptials. 


the Lover of his COUNTRY. 3 
Preys on my Life. Had he ſuperior Merit, 


' Pleas'd I'd reſign my Poſt, - but name his Services 
Nis true,—he's juſt return d from conqu'ri 


* 


Egypt, 
Where Ariſtides, his old Foe, was a alt Wok. 
And half the boaſted Force of Greece o erthrown, 
But with whoſe Swords ? whoſe Blood? was't not 
with ours? | 

Who with our Cayalry ſtood the dreadful Shock, 
Routed their Horſe, and left their trembling Phalanx 
To yield to him, and call this Greek their Conqueror! 

Mar. Vet who in all this Hoſt, who thus adore him, 
Hath mention'd us amidſt their Songs of Triumph? 
Where's our Reward for all our Toils and Hazards ? 


Themiſtocles is ſtill advanc'd the higher: 


Themiſtocles to Morrow leads our Troops [Perſia / 
To conquer Greece! nay more, Oh Stain to 
Xerxes to bind his Faith with holieſt Ties, 

Prepares inglorious to eſpouſe his Daughter, 

To bend, to kneel, and call this Exile Father. ¶ join d, 

Art. Each Hour we wait to hear their Hands are 
And may the Gods that watch for Perſias Good 
[Prayer ? 

Mar. Beware, my Friend! what means the impious 

Art. What can I mean but that which makes the 
Of all my Prayers, the Ruin of Themiſtocles, [Bulk 
For know when Artemiſia, who ſo long [low d 
In Courts and Camps, in Peace and War hath fol- 
Great Xerxes Fortunes, hoping ſtill to ſhare. 

His Crown, and Love, the Guerdon of her Services, 
Shall ſee her Hopes defeated in theſe Nuprials ; 

Her Rage and her Deſpair will ſet at work 

All Engines for her Ruin, and her Rivals. 

Mar. I hope it well; thence tis perchance we now 
Attend her Summons. —Off ſhe has vow'd their Fall, 
Vet ſtil] they're ſafe, and we and Perſia ſuffer. 

Art. Who can be ſafe againſt a Woman's Rage, 
When Love and Empire loſt inflame her Thoughts, 
Love, Scorn, Hate, Vengeance rouſing in her Soul? 

B 2 Let 


—— 
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- THEMISTOCLES, 
Let us aſſiſt the Labour of her Paſſions, .... | - 


And ſome Event of higheſt Hope may wait th 


Mar. May Heaven beſpeed our Counſels.——Lo ! 
ſhe comes —— — 1 

Carig's bright Queen, indignant in yes, 

I read . d el Tumults of her Soul. 

Such were her Looks, when on the fatal Day 

Of Salamis, with Squadrons of huge Argoſies 

She charg'd the dreaded Fleet of curſt Themiſocles. 

So bright, ſo fierce ſhe ſhe d when Xerxes cry'd, 

My Women fight like Men, my Men like Women ! 


Enter to them Artemiſia. | 
Arte. Tis fix'd! Oh Perſians, ever doom'd to ſerve! 
It is decreed, — the Nuptials, the Diſgrace, 
The Blot the Stain of Artemiſia's Life 
This Minute are refolv'd. —— Theſe haughty Exiles 
Muſt lord it here, muſt wear the Perſian Crown, 


And ſtain th' immortal Line, the Throne of Cyrus. 


Art. Then the laſt Stroke is giv'n to our Liberty 
And Artemiſia's Fame: They find us Slaves, 
And mark us out for Vaſſalage — By Mitbra, 
They uſe us as we merit. Thoſe who ſtoop 
Like us to willing Bondage, do deſerve it 

Arte. Tis even ſo.---Our Faith, our blind Devotion 
And tame Submiſſion to the Will of Xerxes, 
Have urg'd theſe Greeks to ſuch opprobrious Inſults. 
Hence have they got the Daring to contemn | 
My Services, my Love, my Crown, my Charms; 
My Charms, why name I them 2 ——- They are no 


Or Nefiptolema obſcures their Luſtre. [more, 


Mar. Too true. But ſay, can Artemiſia's Soul 
Stoop to ſuch vile Oppreſſion? Can you bear 
To ſee your Vows, your Beauty ſcorn'd for her? 
Arte. Scorn'd! ſcorn d! who dares to join my Name 
with that! 


— 


Vide Plutarch, the very Words. 


What 


the Lover of his do untay. 5 


What Woman can bear ſcorn'd, and ſcorn'd for her? . 


For her, a moralizing She-Philoſopher, 
A Pedant- tutor d Girl, whoſe awkward Virtues 


Smell of the Grecian School; whole lifeleſs Form, 


Who, who but Xerxes would compare to mine? 

Art. To thine! What ſees that all-beholding Eye 
Of Heav'n, compar'd to Artemiſta here? 

Arie. My moſt fincere and ever faithful Friend, 
How ſhall I thank thy Love >— Yet ist not ſtrange 
For her, this Thing, this bluſhing artleſs Creature! 
This Ignorant ! whoſe Mirror ſcarce has taught her 
Whether ſhe's fair or no—Whoſe Eyes unskilful 
Shine upon all alike, nor ever learnt 
The Art, the heav'nly Husbandry of Beauty, 
Yet een for her is Artemiſia ſtill, _ 

Torture and Anguiſnh! ſtill o' erlook d by Xerxes. 

Mar. Ungenerous and unjuſt ! 


7 


Art. My Soul with Indignation hears your Injuries. 


Arte. 'Then think what mine muſt ſuffer ! mine 
that feels them ! x 

Yielding to her! Deſtruction! I could loſe 

Without a Sigh, my Crown, my Life, my Love, 

But not to her ! not to a worthleſs Rival, 

Without one Charm to countenance her Conqueſt. 
Art. Her Charms ner conquer'd Xerxes. Tis 
* Themiſtocles, 

To whom your Hopes and ours are made the Sacrifice. 
Arte. 'Then aim we all our Efforts to tear up 

The Minion's rooted Growth. — And therefore, 

Has Artemiſia call'd upon your Loves, | Princes, 

That ere theſe fatal Nuptials are accompliſh'd, 

We may, with general Voice, demand of Xerxes 

That he diſmiſs theſe Exiles, or this Day 

See our united Hoſts deſert his Standards. | join you. 
Mar. Our Troops reſentful of your Wrongs ſhall 
Art. Be it reſolv'd. twill ſhake his firmeſt Hopes! 

Or ſhould this fail us, *rwere not ill deſign d, 


If haply we could gain the Sun's Arch-Prieſt, 
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Old Bagoas, when the nuptial Rites are ſung, 
To feign ſome direful Omens to o'ercaſt - - ' 
That Hour of Hope. It may avail us highly. 
Arte. That be my Care. To me he owes his Place; 
My Power and Intereſt are the God he worſhips. 
We ſhall concert this further. It is whiſper'd 
This Hour Themiſtocles decrees to free 
The Greeks, whom our triumphant Arms enſlay'd 
By our late Victory. This raſh Attempt, 
Tf he goes thro' with't, as I truſt he ſhall, 
We will urge home to Xerxes, as a Proof 
Of his Attachment to the Grecian Intereſt. | 
He's tim'rous, raſh and jealous. —Ir muſt ſhock him. — 
Art. It has a Face. Let us a while retir'd 
Weigh cautiouſly theſe Hopes. 
Mar. Behold he comes, whoſe Ruin they do point at. 
Arte. Tis he, the Pageant of the Crowd, who rears 
His Head above you all, amid the Heavens, 
Like ſome vaſt 'Temple form'd for Adoration, 
That veils within ſome Wonder-working God, 
And looks with Scorn on ev'ry meaner Edifice. 
Oh Perſians, bluſh, is this the Shrine you bow to ? 
Cringe on, you Slaves ! fawn, flatter, make him Grear, 
And raiſe him high, his Fall ſhall ſtill be greater. 
[ Exeunt. 


Enter Themiſtocles and Demaratus, Guards, Officers. 


Th. 'Theſe Orders ſee diſpatch'd — and let Mar- 
donius [ Gives Letters, they kneel. 
And Artaban, with all the Captive Greeks 
Attend us here. 
Offic. We ſhall obſerve your Orders. 
[ Exeunt ſome Officers. 
Them. O Demaratus, my old Fellow-Exile, 
The happy Moments, big with Athens Fate, 
Ruſh haſtning on: They call, they call our Swords 
To reap the plenteous Harveſt of my Rage, 
And level with the Earth her falling Tow'rs. 
Les, 
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Yes, tis decreed, this Miſtreſs of the Globe, 
This little Queen of Nations, ſhall no more | 
Oppreſs the World and me. 2 lit, 
Dem. Her Cruelty deſerves, your Wrongs demand 
Such ever be the Fate of ill-us'd Power. 
Th. Nay, ſhe ſhall anſwer all—her Audit's come 
Methinks I hear the guilty Criminal's Groans, ' 
I ſee her downcaſt Looks, and baleful Eyes, 
Thar ſcoul on her vile Chains in deep Deſpair; 
She tears her Hair; ſhe gnaſhes with her Teeth, 
Whilſt, like th'inexorable Judge I ſtand, 
And execute the juſt Decrees of Heav'n. 
And yet — ah | who can truſt his Heart, my Friend, 
Now that the Gods do arm my Hand with Vengeance, 
And liſt theſe Hoſts by Millions in my Cauſe, _ 
I almoſt grieve to think that ſhe muſt periſh —— 
I find a Calm of Pity ſtealing on me, 
And my wrought Blood, that like ſome River ſwell'd, 
With a full Sea of Rage run ſalt and brackiſh, 
Seems with the ebbing Tide to droop and fink, 
To turn again, and gain its natural Sweetneſs. 
Dem, Do Thoughts like theſe become the wrong'd 
Themiſtocles ? | | 
This Woman's Tale of Pity — Bear my Chidings — 
For, tis unmanly, e'en to join the Name 
Of Pity with ſuch bleeding Injuries. [neſfs. 
Th. Moſt true I ſee, with Scorn, I fee my Weak- 
Thus to the Winds I give it — Yes, my Friend, 
Juſtice ſhall have her Courſe, tho' Athens falls 
Beneath her dread Decrees, and ſinks for ever: 
This Day, the Gods ſhall witneſs to my Vows 
Of Faith to Xerxes, and Revenge on her. [ Spirit. 
Dem. There ſpoke, indeed, the Warrior's injur'd 
Th. Can I forget? — O that I could indeed! [Vgl. 
Can I forget my barb'rous Country's Conduct; 
My Country, (let me name her ſo no more) 
That has diſclaim'd my Birth, as I do her ; 


Renqunc'd all Intereſt in me; paid my Service, 
B 4 My 
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My Toils, my Labours, Watchings, Pains and Suf- 


frings, 
With Bonds and Baniſhment ! nay, more ye Heav'ns! 
As tho” ſhe 1 70 me the wretched Power, 
Of bearing Life beneath my weary W oes, 
Has ſet a publick Price upon my Head, 
And caſt my Blood, accurſt and tainted, from her. 
Dem. Hard Fate By Ariſtides, your known Foe, 
That was decreed, and thro the Faſt proclaim'd ; 
Accus'd of fcign ed Treaſons, tax'd. with Crimes 
And Plots ah the State; ablent, unheard, 
You were condemn'd, your Family proſcrib d. 
Your Palace raz d to th Earth, while your poor Infants 
Unhous'd, expos'd to all the warring Elements, 
Were forc'd to ſeek you wand ring thro' the World. 
Them. O thou haſt touch'd thoſe jarring Notes ſo 
ſtrong, 
They ve rais'd my Soul in Arms to cruſh the Sorc'reſs, 
And blot my Foes from Earth, as they would me. 
Ves, thus abhorr'd, forgotten, and expung d, 
The Day's at hand when they'll remember me, 
When they'll invoke the angry Gods in vain, 
And ſtretch their Hands to them, to me, to {ave them. 
Then, when Deſtruction hovers o'er their Heads, 
And the wing'd Harpy Vengeance girds them falt. 
When Xerxes Hoſts, like ſome vaſt Deluge, rowl 
Around their Walls, then ſhall they find T hemiftucles, 
Proſcrib'd and doom'd to Death, ſurvives their 
Menaces, 
And lives to {ee their haughty Pride laid low. 
Dem. Bright ſhine thote Hours — 155 ſee, the 
Generals bring | 
The Captive Greeks in Chains, to wait your Daom 


ter Artaban, Mardonius, and Captives, chain'd 

and guarded, with Ariſtides diſgnis'd in a Slawe's 

Habit among then. | 

Art. Hail to the Favourite of the Gods and Xerxes. 
Mar. Hail 
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Mard. Hail to Themiſtocles. ye”: 
Them. Princes of Perſia, hail — I have refoly'd 
To gain, by generous Treatment, theſe brave Men, 
To join their Swords with ours in Xerxes Cauſe; 
And therefore are we met — Ye Sons of War! 

[to the Grecians. 
Ye noble Gleanings of the ſore wrought Field, 
Whom Mars drags haughty chain'd around his Car, 
Too well you prov'd your Proweſs in the Fight, 
To merit theſe inglorious Bonds — Behold, 
T hemiſtocles, your Countryman, and once 
Your Fellow-Soldier, opens thus his Arms, 
To ſhield you from Deſtruction; to protect 
The Bravediſtreſs'd, from the rude Wrongs of Power, 
And lift your Fate above a baſe World's Scorn |! 
Again, lo Fortune courts you! O receive, {dom, 
Receive from me, with Wealth and Fame, your Free- 
And under Xerxes Enſigus ſhare the Realms, 
The Wealth of conquer'd Greece — what! none to 

an{wer ? 

Dem. Speak ſome one for the reſt. 

Ariſt. Sure, thus diſguis'd, no Eye knows Ariſtides; 
Then let me {peak ere theſe Plebeian Souls, 

Lur'd by his golden Baits, renounce their Country. 

[ Afide. 
Know'ſt thou, T hemiftocles, that theſe thou ſpeak'tt to 
Are Men, born honeſt, free, and brave, as thou art? 
, Grecians and Soldiers! — Men, whole dauntleſs Souls 
Have ſought for Glory in the Fields of Death, 
And for their Country's Safety ſtak'd their Blood? 
Dar'ſt thou then hope, becaule oppreſs'd by Fortune, 
We are thy Pris'ners now, that theſe vile Chains 
Should bow our Souls ſo low, that we ſhould pawn 
Our ſacred Faith to Xerxes for his Gold? 
No, Athens knows us for her faithful Sons: 
Thus low, thus wretched, {till we own her Cauſe, 
And firm, unaltcrably firm to Honour, 

We 
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We ſtand unchang'd, amidſt the Shocks of Fate, 

Of Fate and Thee, Themiſtocles. [Danger ? 
Them. Slave, doſt thou know my Power, and thy 
Ariſt. No! but I know thy Weakneſs, and my 

Strength 5 | 

Thy worſt of Cruelties muſt end in Death: 

An honeſt Death, more eligible far 

Than a baſe guilty Life that's ſpent with Shame, 

And hir'd by the Hour to hurt my Country 

Hir'd by Gold, Pomp, Place, and wretched Luxury! 

Are theſe thy Arts to win us to betray | 

Our holieſt higheſt Truſt, our Faith to Athens ꝰ 

Tempt Perſian Slaves with Baits like theſe, whoſe 

Neer knew the Joy of living free and honeſt. [Hearts 

For us, whoſe Souls are us d to nobler Views, 

We hug our virtuous Woes, and ſcorn ſuch Villainy. 
Them. Who bid this Wrangler ſpeak? — There 

was a Day, 

When the Athenians Love had made this Inſolence 

Prove fatal to him, but tis now no more; 

So let it paſs amid mine other Injuries. 

Be it our honeſt Comfort, that thoſe Foes, 

Who robb'd me of my Fame, have left me till 

My Innocence and Patience — 'Thoſe protect him. 

For you my Friends, know what I've urg'd, has 

ſprung 

From Pity for your Fate, and Zeal to ſerve you, 

Alas! what need have I of Grecian Swords 

To 'venge my Wrongs, for whom the Eaſtern World 

Appears in Arms; but that I ſtill admire 

Virtue diſtreſt like yours; and pleas'd would ſhare 

My Wealth, Power, Honours, ' nay, my Glory 

with you. — 

Nor will I take the Advantage of your Bondage, 

Jo gain you to our Cauſe; free Minds like yours, 

Lolt by Conſtraint, by Gratitude are won: 

Behold, the Proof I give you of my Love, 


A Proof, 
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A Proof, which Greece ſhall bluſhing hear, and 
tremble ; I 
While thus, at once, I change your Chains to Free- 

dom. — unchain them. 
Capt. Thanks to Themiſtocles our brave Deliverer ! 
Ariſt. I'll wear my Chains | to the Cuards.]— Gods! 
how can one ſo brave, | | 
Be yet ſo falſe, ſo cruel to his Country ! * [afide. 
Mardo. Our Wiſhes are accompliſh'd to the full. 
Art. This Deed ſecures our Hopes, and ſeals 
his Ruin. [ afide to each other. 
Lets haſte to Artemiſia. [ exeunt bowing 
Th. You call me your Deliverer ; let thoſe Greeks, 
Who, mov'd with Gratitude, would clear that Debt, 
Guard with 'To-morrow's Sun the Perſian Standard. 
One 'Thing remains, while thus I gain new Friends, 
By Heav'ns beſt nobleſt Gift, by glorious Liberty, 
I muſt not leave my ancient Foe unpuniſh'd. 
Whoe'er among you would befriend Themiſtocles, 
Let him diſcloſe the ſecret Midnight Haunts, 
Where Ariſtides, ſince his late Defeat, 
Hides his devoted Head, and half the Wealth 
Of Athens ſhall reward him —— Say, who claims 
This Task of Friendſhip ? 
_ Captives. None! none! none! 
Ariſt. Yes, by the Gods I claim it, and with Joy — 
E'en in the Battle, where thy Sword prevail'd, 
I faw him as he wav'd his flaming Faulchion, 
And eccho'd thro' the Field, Appear, Themiſtocles, 
Here meet the Fate that Athens Laws decrce thee. 
I ſaw the eager Zeal with which he ſtrove, 
'Thro' mingling Hoſts to hew his Paſſage to thee, 
And end thy Triumphs by one vengeful Blow. 
I ſaw him driv'n down the Tide of Battle, 
With tir'd Arms ſtemming in vain the Torrent ; 
And conſcious of his Haunts, before high Noon, 


Thine Eyes ſecure of Vengeance ſhall behold _ ; 
on- 
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Confronted thou ſhalt ſet his Guilt before him, 

And prove he wears the Name of Juſt unmerited. 
Th. I languiſh for that Hour — but haſte, retire, 

A Exeunt Captives and Ariſtides. 

The Royal Xerxes comes O] thou, my Soul, 

Juſt to he Luſtre of his Love, O erlook | 

The Flaws which cloud that Jewel's native Splendor ; 

Tho? in the borrowed Majeſty of Pomp, I 

He plays the Monarch, and degrades the Man, 

Vain-glorious, tim'rous, fickle, raſh and jealous, 

Still he's my Friend ; and Friendſhip like the Sun, 

Tho' where it ſhines, it ſhews each Object plain, 

Yet gilds them with a lovely Brightneſs ſtill, 

And warms cen by Reflection —— 


Enter Xerxes gorgeouſly dreſs'd ; all but Themiſtocles 
te fall profirate before him. [ thee, 
Xer. Whence have I loſt the Morn, unbleſt by 

Source of my Hopes, thou Father of the War! 

Born to my Fame, thro' whom'my conqu'ring Arms 

Have taught the diſtant World to own my Power, 

And dread my Force — Thou more than Conqueror ; 

That haſt deſervd the higheſt Name on Earth, 

The Title of my Friend Thus let me fold 

My Hero to my Breaſt, who ne'cr ſhall know 

A Rival there but lovely Neſiptolema. | Embracing. 
Th. O! ever generous, ever gracious, ceaſe 

To over-rate my Services To you, 

To you alone, I owe all that I am, 

Or can be; and the poor Returns I've made 

Een like the Tribute of thoſeRealms you've conquer'd, 

Serve to confeſs my Homage, but can ne'er 

Diſcharge the Debt 1 owe you. [wrong, 
Xer. Now, by the Gods, thou holdſt the Ballance 

Of ſacred Friendſhip, and a Monarch's Love! 

Witneſs, the Subject World o'er which my Throne 

Pre- eminent Rules; by Thee Reign, I Conquer 

By Thee, by our tremendous Name aſſiſted, 

And 
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And awful Arms, th* #gyptian Princes fell; 

By Thee the Grecian Hoſts, and Ariſtides, 
Inglorious fled, and loſt their Aſian Provinces ; 
Nay, more, by Thee I reign in Love unriva[d, 
And thou, this Hour, ſhalt place within my Arms, 
My Heart's triumphant Tyrant Nefiptolema. 

Th. Such Honours are too great for Grecian Exiles, 
And far out-weigh our Merit, tho' your Love, 
Great Xerxes' Love, be thrown into the Scale. 

Xer. By Mithra no — I think them all too ſmall, 
To crown ſuch matchleſs Virtue — If the Earth, 
The conquer'd Earth, could yield me greater till, 
They ſhould be her's and thine. [come, 

h. With Actions, not with Words, my Days to 
Muſt anſwer to ſuch Goodneſs, that o er- pays 
So far o er- pays the Pittance of my Service. [Hopes 

Xer. What can O'er-pay the Man, in whom my 
Of Vengeance, Glory, Love and Empire live? 

How my ſwell'd Heart exults, to think this Day, 

The great Alliance of our Souls begins. 

Already ſmoak the Altars of the Gods; 

Before whoſe conſcious Shrines, the Prieſts prepare 

Their Jo Hymens, while with joined Hands, 

We call the ſacred Powers to bleſs our Friendſhip, 

And vow Deſtruction to deteſted Athens. [| thee, 
'Th. Yes, Xerxes, by the Gods! my Heart is with 

And doubly tied by Benefits from you, | Vengeance. 

And Wrongs from Athens, throbs and ſwells for 

M hence ſtay we then? — let's haſten and prepare, 

And at the Temple ſeal our ſacred Contract; 

And thou, oh Mars! if ere my Sword has done 

Deeds high in Fame, beyond my Hopes and Merit, 

Now bleis thy faithful Vot'ry with Succeſs, 

Let Xerxes' Arms the Grecian Pride ſuppreſs, 

And let my baſe, ungrateful Country ee, 

She loſt herſelf chen, that Day baniſh'd me. Exeunt. 


ACT 
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XC” SCENE'T 


The Propylæum, or Porch of the Temple of the Sun, in 
the Camp before Magneſia. Enter Themiſtocles 
and Neſiptolema, Guards and Attendants, Virgins 
in White, crown'd with Garlands. | 


Th. Hence is this Scene of Tears? ſhall Perſia 
A Grecian Exile weep upon the Day [| ſee 
She mounts her Throne? Shall Xerxes thus be met? 
Laſt Night I left thee gay amidſt thy Virgins, 
And now—ye Gods - give me to know the Cauſe. 
Nefip. My honour'd Lord, forgive a Maiden's Folly, 
Who looks with Terror on the mighty 'Task, 
Duty and Love muſt ſet this Day before her. 
This Day my Heart, my Soul, each Word, each 
Thought, | 
Becomes another's Right; to Love and Xerxes 
They muſt be paid, and ſet to the Account 
Which Duty claims, and I but ill may anſwer. [thee ? 
Th. Can that which gives me Joy, raiſe Grief in 
Theſe Tears have deeper Sources — ſhew them to 
me ! [ thine, 
Nef/ip. What can my Boſom harbour, hid from 
Where ev'ry weightier Thought thy Care hath ſown ? 
Yet do not ask the Motive of my Tears, 
Which only ſpring from melancholly Dreamings, 
And Thoughts, that ruſh on our unguarded Souls, 
As idle Birds, which wing their wand' ring Flights 
Amidit our holieſt Temples, where they mix 
Their empty Muſick with our Pray'rs to Heav'n. 
7 h. Hath Nature then prevail'd above my Pre- 
comes, 5 


And 
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And taught thee that mean Art of fawning Women, 
Or Men fram d like them, Flatt'ry and Diſſembling? 
Speak what the Gods and I ſhould hear — ſpeak Truth, 
Truth undiſguis d, and without further Preface; 
Say, — tell me, whence thou art become a Mourner. 

Neſip. Then witneſs Heav'n, my Grief is all for 
Leſt ſome ill Fate attend my Royal Nuptials, [thee, 
And low ſubvert that Power they're meant to raiſe. 
Laſt Night! (I tremble when I name the Viſion) 

As penſiveon my Bed I watch'd the Hours, 

A ſudden Lightning blaz'd around my Couch, 

In which Minerva, Athens Guardian Goddeſs, _ 
Shone like ſome Star amidſt the glowing Firmament ; 
In her Right Hand a Perſian Sabre gleam'd, _ 
Which at my Breaſt, ſhe aim'd with angry Looks, 
And cried, Dye, Traitreſs, by the Perſian Sword 
Thy Charms have drawn for Athens Overthrow ! 
Amaz'd, with Shrieks J rais'd my fleeping Virgins, 
When ſtrait it vaniſh'd ; but hath left behind 
Terrors my Soul can neither hide nor tell. 

Th. Let Fools and Cowards ſtart at Fancy's Viſions, 
Thy well-taught Spirit knows theſe Dreams are bred 
From Fumes and Indigeſtions, that oppreſs 
The Mind, which thus o'er-loaded, ſtill throws off 
Theſe Crudities, theſe Ordures of the Soul: 

As ſuch deſpiſe them, and in this be firm; 

Thoſe Powers who ſtill befriend oppreſſed Virtue, 

Will crown thy Love, and venge our Wrongs on 
Athens. | 

Neſip. So be it, gracious Fove! and, oh, beſpeed 
Our ardent Pray'rs, and right my injur'd Father ! 
If Heay'n be angry, all my Crime ſhall be 
My Hate to Greece, and my fond Love for you. 

Th. Come to my Arms thou Bleſſing, whom ſome 

Deity  [ Embrace. 
Kindly threw in the Ballance of my Fate; 


To make my Woes ſeem lightfome—lo ! th' Emperor 
| Baniſh 


% 
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Baniſh vain Terrors, let thy Heart make Room 
For its great Gueſt—Love, Empire, Fame are ours! 


Enter Xerxes with Guards, Attendants, &c. 
Xer. Behold, ye happy Perſians, tho' like me 
You die beholding, where the Queen of Love, 

Dreft in Ten thouſand Glories, comes to grace 
The Throne of Xerxes —oh! my Soul's chief Hope; 
Fond as I am, of Glory and Dominion, | 
If half the Monarchs of the wide- ſtretch'd Earth, 
Would lay their Crowns and Scepters at my Feet, 
And bribe me with their Kingdoms from thy 
Nuptials, | | 
I would diſdain them all thou beauteousExcellence ! 
For once, Ambition ſhould give way to Love,, 
And own thoſe Eyes are like thy Father's Sword, 
Reſiſtleſs and Invincible. | 
Neſip. Whate'er I am, I owe to Royal Xerxes, 
Who took me up friendleſs, oppreſs'd and deſtitute, 
From the baſe Fury of an unjuſt World. 
And made me his ;—to that I owe my Worth ; 
And, like rude Ingots, from their Droſs refin'd, 
I wear your Stamp, and thence derive my Value. 
Xer. No, beauteous Maid, thou might'ſt as well 
It is the Worſhipper that makes the Gods, | maintain 
And not the bright Perfection of their Nature: 
No, I beheld, admir'd and loy'd thy Virtues ; 
My Soul hath choſe thee out, to be her own ; 
And I henceforth will triumph in thy Arms, 
And ravage o'er thy ſhining Heaven of Beauty, 
With greater Joy, than the all-forming Sun 
Roſe on the new-made World, warm'd by his Beams, 
And bid it bask within its Rays for ever. 
Nefip. Poor that I am! I ſcarce have Words to 
anſwer _ 
Your Goodneſs and my Gratitude ;-— but thoſe, 
Thoſe few I have, ſhall all be ſpent in Pray'rs, 


To make me worthy of you, 
Aer. And 


- 
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Ter. And me, exalted as I ſtand, in Merit, 
Above th' Inferior Princes of the Earth, 
Worthy of Neſiptolema 7 > 
Th. Theſe amorous Parleys, better far do ſuir 
The Lover, than the Prince ; Monarchs like Xerxes; 
Should live to Empire, tho' they ſtoop to Love, 
Amidſt their meaner Cares and hark, the Gods! 
Dh [ Flouriſh of loud Muſick, 
The Summons of the Gods, auſpicious, calls us. 
Xer. This Moment at their Altars, ſeals our Vows, 
Lead to the Shrines our Emprefs—hafte, I follow. 
[ Exeunt Them. Neſip. and Train, &c. 


Enter Artaban and Mardonins, rhey whiſper 
88 | Kerxes..— 
Affairs of vaſt Importance — let them wait — 

Art. Sir, we bring Things of high Concern, im- 
porting | (per: 
Your 'Throne, your Fame, perhaps, your Life, to 
Xer. Ha! Life and Fame, are worth the Hero's 
Thoughts 
Then let the Prieſts, nay, let their Gods attend, 


And all the Buſineſs of the World ſtand ſtill; 


Here I ſhall give you Audience — ſpeak, and freely. 
Art. Thus, lowly, let me bow, and thank your 
» Goodnets, | [ kneels. 

Who offers Truth to Princes, acts their Office 

Who feed our Elephants, that oft reject 

Their wholeſome Food, and tear th' officious Server: 

Thus Xerxes will not act, nor will he think | 

The Truths we bring, are but the Votes of Faction; 

No, he'll regard them, as, indeed, they are 

The Voice of Nations, and the Groans of Perſia. 
Xer. What means this dark Solemnity of Words, 

So big with Dangers ? quick! unfold it to me, 


And if ſome hidden Treaſon ſhakes our Throne, 


Haſte, name it, and Themiſtocles ſhall guard us. 
Mar. Themiftocles ! 
5 C Art. He 
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Art. He may, indeed, e en as the Viper's Blood 
Expels the Poiſon of his venom'd Tooth ; A 
He is the Source, whence ſpring the Woes we ſpeak 
He is the Serpent, whom your Pity found, [of; 
Chill'd with the wintry Tempeſt of his Fate, 

And foſter'd in your Boſom, where he now, 
Warm'd by your Love, fits meditating Death, | 

And broods his 'Treaſons *gainſt the Hand which 
ſav'd him. llharbour? 

Xer. Are theſe the mighty Terrors which you 


Ist then 7 he miſtocles that I'm to fear, 


Whoſe Conqueſts bleeding freſh, proclaim alike, 
His Faith and Friendſhip to us? 

Art. Can he, then, prove a Friend to Perſia now, 
By whoſe curs'd Sword, our ſlaughter d Countrymen 
By Thouſands fell, and left their bleached Bones, 
Whitening the Grecian Fields? who ting'd the Hel- 

leſpont 11 


With crimſon Tides of Per/ia's nobleſt Blood ? 


Whence roſe his Fame, but from your fatal Loſſes? 

Lov'd as he is, tis {till his daily Sport 

To tell his favourite Greeks , that haughty Xerxes, 

With all his tumid Boaſts, is like the Sword-fiſh, 

Who only wears his Weapon in his Mouth ; 

But had no Heart for Battle — and ſhall he, 

'This Slanderer, this Greek, this Foe, this Exile, 

Preſide o'er all your Hoſts, and perpetrate 

His yet imperfect Treaſons gainſt your Throne. 
Aer. Shew he aſſaults it Words, like thoſe you 

mention, I anger 

Deſerve no Credence: — Name ſome Fact, ſome 

Exiſting, independant of your Fears ; 

And if my flow-pac'd Vengeance lags behind, 

Proclaim me tardy 


Cs 
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Ari. Tour Royal Word is paſs d, and thus I claim it ; 
And here, to all- beholding Heav n, and Xerxes, 
Arraign T bemiftocles a ſecret 'Traytor, © 
A Foe to Perſia, and a Friend to Athens, © | 
Xer. Urge this with Proofs, not Words; —let ſome 
known Act | | 
Evince his Treachery. f 
Art. And ſuch I ſhall produce: For know, this Day 
Of all the captive Greeks, the riſing Sun a 
Beheld in Bonds, this baſe, unfaithful Exile 
Hath not left one, to grace your Royal Triumph, 
To publiſh Athens Loſs, and Xerxes Glory'; © 
All are enfranchis'd, while, een in our Preſence, 
The Traytor mourn'd to ſee his Greeks our Priſ*ners. 
2. 2 free my Captives ! but I know tis 
alſe ; | 5 
By Heav'n, I ſay, he did not ! durſt not do it! 
Art. By Heay'n he did, he durſt — nay, more, he 
dares 
Add to the Guilt, of ſetting free your Foes, 
The keeping you, his ſacred Lord, in Bondage. 
Mard. By Mitbra, true! Theſe Eyes beheld the 
one, 51 
And ev'ry Eye, but yours, perceives the other. 
Xer.” Tis falſe! or elſe the Race of Men are Villains, 
And he the firſt of all the faithleſs Tribe 
It ſhocks Belief !—or, if it muſt have Credence, 
Say, wherefore did he free them ? | 
Art. Nay, ask the Traytor that, and bid him own, 
'The Truth he cannot hide—becauſe they're Greeks, 
His Countrymen, his Brethren, and allied | 
To all his Treaſons! born the natural Foes 
Of Perſia, and the Bane of Xerxes Glory. 
Ker. N Doubts diſtract me, and I know not 
which 
Should firſt be anſwer'd—haſte ! revoke his Orders! 
Mard. Impoſſible—the Liberty he gave them, 
Came not by — Safety, and their Flight, 
$ | 2 He 
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He bath provided for they te now diſpersd, + 
To crowd the Sandee of deteſted 1 | 
And drench their Swords anew, in Perſian Blood. 
er. Furies and Hell} what, arm my Foes againſt 
„ ·˙ C TIT 7-0 oo op Log 
This Proof would ſtagger, &en the firmeſt Soul, 
And all at once, calls home unto my Breaſt 
A 'Thoufand baniſh'd Fears, that wiſely counſell'd 
To truſt a Foe, when reconcild, with Caution. 
Art. Ye' guatdian Gods, that watch for Perſia's 
Safety, | # * 
I thank you, that no longer one falſe Greek, 
Can over-poize you all — — ; 
Ker. Could we,—could Xerxes, be deceiv'd fo far? 
Oh tis too much] for my own Peace, I ſtrive 
To disbelieve it; for if he's a Traytor, | 
Whom can I truſt again? 1 ö 
* Let my great Maſter truſt to thoſe, whoſe 
ealty | 
Propp'd up your Throne, when this curs d Greek 
oer-turn'd'it, | 
To them, and Artemeſia, and prefer 
Their Faith unſhaken, and her Love unfeign d, 
To falfe I hemiſtocles and Neſiptolema. 
Xer. What, part with Neſiptolema ! alas ! 
It wonnot be and yet, if he be falſe, 
How dare I truſt, How can I think her true? 
Art. Well urg d- beſides, a generous Prince, like 
Xerxes, 
Will think on, and reward the Truth, the Suff rings, 
The Pangs of Artemeſias faithful Paſſion : 
But ſee, ſhe comes, the glorious Charmer comes, 


- 


Enter Artemeſia and ber Train, having overltard 
them. 2 
To claim your Heart, and grace the Crown, her 
Arms | | 
So well protected, and her Charms deſerv'd. | 
7 Xer, Where 
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Xer. Where ſhall 1 hide my 'Bluſhes, lovely Queen, 

Too lovely, and too injur d 51 my Peace? 

Say, how can I attone my ' paſt Neglects; — 

Or, with this bankrupt Hine repay the Debt, 

The boundleſs Debt of Love, and T ruth, Lowe you? 
Arte. Work thus, thus kind, and you'll o er- pay it 

alk: 

Call me your Queen, reſtore me to your Heart, 

And drive theſe Exiles thence, who uſe their Power 

To free your Foes, and to enflave your Friends. 
Aer. Moſt gladly I would do it— for I fear, 

I fear, alas! 7 hemiftocles betrays me 

And well, too well! my Heart recalls. your Faith, 

Your Love, your Truth, your Services before me. 

And yet (ah pity ! and Erne my Weakneſs) 

When I reflect on lovely Nefiptolema, 

Her Innocence, her Charms, her heay my Beauties, 

I would in vain what would 17 Gods ! I find, 

I would not, cannot, dare not live without her! 
Arte. Muſt I bear this? — racking, tormenting 

Thought! 

Then muſt I till be facrific'd to her? 

My Conſtancy, my Love! all, all ave negleQed ! | 

For her! for her, this Daughter of a Greet; 

This dark, this ſubtle, neu- diſcover'd Traytor ! 
Mar. You cannot paint him blacker than his Deeds. 
Art. His Treaſons ſtand confeſs'd, and evident. 
Ter. He's abſent, and unheard, and may be inno- 

een; 

His Faith is held ſuſpected, not condemn'd: 

Summons him hither let him ſtand impleaded, 

And clearly anſwer, or confeſs his Crime. 

Mar. A vain Attempt ! 

Art. Uſeleſs to him, or fatal to our Safeties. 

Arte, Has not his Life been one continued Scene 

Of Loſs to Per/ia, and Diſgrace to Xerxes ꝰ 

Doth not this laſt plain Proof atreſt it all? | 

But what ayails it ? when the Gods have ſtopt 

C 3 'The 
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The Ears of Xerxes, when his Heart rebels' 
Againſt hisonce-Joy'd Queen, his Friends, his Intereſt? 
Art. Believe not ſo.—Xerxes, my royal Lord, 
Can, like a God, look thro the Hearts of Men, 
Diſcerning Truth from Falſhood ——In his Eyes 
I read the mounting Paſſions of his Sou. 
His Heart relenting hears our faithful Pray'rs, 
While Perfia's Genius weeps and calls aloud, 
Save, ſhield me from the Greek that has undone me! 
. Ao: YO would you lead me, Friends? methinks 
I ſtand Mt: 
On cracking Ice, and know not where to place 
My Foot ſecure of Safety ! 
Arte. Irreſolute and weak !—Baniſh this Traytor, 
And ev'ry Danger vaniſhes. — Reſtore, 
Reſtore theſe Princes to their high Commands, 
And let me reign thron'd in your Heart unrivall'd. 
'Then you'll conſult your Safety, nay your Glory, 
And Greece ſhall fee] from our united Arms, 
That Fate which now you impotently menace. 
For know, ungrateful Xerxes, we are vow'd 
This Day for ever to forſake your Standards, 
To own your Cauſe no more, unleſs Themiſtocles 
And all his Houſe be driv n out to Baniſhment. 
Xer. Ha !—Tst poſſible? what leagu'd againſt me? 
Art. Uponthoſe Terms our 'Troops and Swords are 
ours. 
2a. With our beſt Services, —when he's deſtroy d. 
Aer. By Heav'n tis plain, —a form'd Conſpiracy! 
Confeſs d and glory d in Is this your Zeal | 
For Perſia, that proceeds from Thirſt of Power 
And vain ambitious Hopes. By Arimanius 
My Faith had almoſt ſtagger'd with their Treaſons, 
1 had almoſt forgot the Vows, the Services, 
Oz great Themiſtocles, who at the Altars 
Attends with Neſiptolema, to join 
Our Hands and Hearts in one eternal Friendſhip! 
And am I here contriving his Deſtruction, 
And 


the Lover of his CounTRy. 23 
And liſt'ning to the Envy of his Foes? W 
Away! It is too much. Here, to the Gods 
Your Accuſations I renounce, and all E 
Your Menaces, your baſe Deſertion ſcorn'd, | 
Hay why to truſt my Fame, Power, Empire with 
im! | 
Arte. 'Then here, ungrateful Xerxes, I renounce 
Thoſe great Alliances we once contracted ! 
No more my Hoſts ſhall guard the Throne of Cyrus, 
Nor my Love fend thee from the Grec:an Arms. 
Haſte! bid my Troops withdraw. Here I abjure 
Io ber Train, ſome of whom go out. 
All League, all Amity with faithleſs Xerxes. 
Xer. Is this the Voice of Love and Artemiſia ® 
Think better of it; for with half my Realms, 
I would redeem your Friendſfip —— 7 
Arte. Such Bribes may purchaſe Grecian Hearts ; 
but mine, 
To Empire cold, to Love alone aſpir'd. 
That loſt, —Ungrateful, dare you own tis loſt ? 
What Joy is left but what Revenge can give me? 
By Mithra, yes | I'll cauſe ſuch Wars, ſuch Ravage 
Shall ſhake your Perſia, nay, the Eaſtern World, 
As with an Earthquake.—Yes, ungrateful Prince, 
Since you no more can hear my Name with Love, 
My Arms, Ten thouſand Plagues, Ten thouſand Woes 
'Shall make you think on it, and me, with Terror! 
[Exit Artemiſia. - 
Aer. Traytors ! you've rais d the Storm againſt my 
Peace 3 
Haſte,—calm it, or I'll ſweep you from the Earth, 
Like Duſt before the Whirlwind. — | 
Art. Urgd by no Motives but our Country's 
Good ———— 
Xer. Tis falſe! be dumb! Vou' ve dar'd to ruſh 
between Es 
A Monarch and his Love.! ſee at laſt, 
And ſcorn your little Arts.—But know, Thermiftocles 
1 C 4. Shall 
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Shall triumph oer your Envy.— Yes, this Moment 
Shall end my Nuptials, and confirm his Power! 
Art. He's gone, and with him all our Hopes to riſe 
Upon this Exile's Fall. — Our fruitleſs Labour 
Strives to confine the Torrent of his Power, 
And makcs it ſwell the higher. | 011 K 
Mar. J hate theſe Plots. Keen Swords make twice 
: the Riddance 5 | | $90 
Let's boldly join our Troops with Artemiſia's. U 
* not too raſh, Revenge ſhould ſtill bo 
h calm — ooo 
Let's ſeek the Queen, and wait th approaching 
Omens; be SLRS ener: 
But ſee, the Temple opens. Let's retire. 
|  » [ Exeunt Art. aud Mar. 


SCENE opens ſhewing a magnificent TEMPLE 
of the SUN, finely illuminated. An Altar 
gilt; Prieſts and Chorifters in Cloth of Gold. Mu- 
fick vocal and inflirumental ; 'Themiſtocles, Dema- 
ratus and Courtiers attending: Xerxes holds Neſip- 
tolema by the right Hand, both crown'd at the Altar, 
perform the Perſian. Rites of Marriage in dumb Show, 
the Courtiers, Prieſis, &c. all kneeling, and then the 
Chief Prieſt concludes the Ceremony with this Song. 


Mithra, thou who favonref Love, 

Hill. ſhine on them from above ; 

With Fame and Glory bleſs his Arms, 

With eudleſs Beauty grace her Charms : 
And as theſe Flames ſtill on thine Altars: ſhine, 
For ever let theirs laſt, and burn like thine. 


* 


[4 theſe Words the Temple appears darken'd, and the 
Flames on the Altar go cut; all ſtart ſurpriæ d. 


ww 


Aer. Mighty Gods, are thus my Vows regarded? 
The. Ye 


Neſ. Avert this Omen, Heaven! 
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The. Ve 'Pow'rs, nee Vice unmenac d Teaperyour' 
Frowng, | _ | 
How can theſe Rites 5 virtuous Love offend ou 2 
Jer. Amazement thrills me. Oft ks this 
mens | | 
Are but the caſual Accidents of Time; 
If theſe be ſuch, whence borrow they their Terrors x 
Can Heav'n be angry when its firſt great Care, 
When Xerxes is poſſeſs'd of all his Wiſhes, | 
Of all its Goodneſs could beſtow, or evn Þ 4 
My high Deſervings chim?—LI'll not believe i NM 
Let 92 loud Clarion bid the Heavens put on 
Their better Looks, and evry God in Smiles 
Propitious bleſs th' Alliance we ve confirm d. 
Loud Muſick. 
We. High Heav'n beſpeed and proſper it— _ 
Aer. Here to the conſcious Pow rs our right Hands 
Jjoin'd, [ Both kneel at the Altar. 
Irrevocably join'd, I ſeal my Vow, 
Still to purſue ungratefu] Greece with War, 
Till P've reveng'd the Wrongs of great Themiftocles, 
Till ſuppliant ſhe ſhall ſtoop beneath my Sword, 
Bend to our Proweſs, and attone her Crimes. 
The. : hear, thou Sun, and witneſs to my 
Fait 
Thus vowing here, that till the Grave entombs me, 
While Xerxes warlike Ardour calls me onwards, 
I never will look back. My Hand, my Sword 
Shall ſtill purſue ungrateful Greece with Vengeance, 
Till humbl'd and ſubdu'd ſhe bends Hefore him, 
And adds new Glories to the Arms of Xerxes. 
Neſ. Then hear me, Heav' n, nor {corn my faithful 
Prayer; 2 
Oh bleſs this great We bind it firm 
With ev ry holy Tie of Love and Friendſhip ; 
As the fix'd — ſtil} let it ſhine reſplendent, 
Calm and unmov d, amidſt the World's fierc2 Tem- 
i a5 | [ All riſe. 
Xer. It 
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Ker. It is enough; the holy Rites are done. 
'Thro' all our Hoſts proclaim a ſolemn Feſtival. 
This Day we give to Joy, to Love and Peace, 
And all the Luxury of ſportive Riot. | 
To Morrow's Dawn begins our March for Greete, 
Whilſt we, my Queen, like Mars and Venus join, 
To grace the Triumphs of the glorious War. 
Again my Navies ſhall the Ocean hide, 80 
And ſcourge and laſh the Billows as they ride, 
Deſpiſe the Tempeſt, and oppreſs the Tide. 

Again I'll ſhake the Strength of Greece, and -· ſpread 
Her Plains with Millions of the mighty Dead: 
Again my Hoſts ſhall drink her Rivers dry; 
Her Troops ſhall bend, her firm-wedg'd Phalanx fly. 
Themiftocles, like Fate, ſhall lead the Way, 
Till round the conquer'd Earth I ſtretch my Sway, 
And ride triumphant o'er the Earth and Sea. 

[ Exeunt omnes. 
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ACT III. SCENE I. 


The Field before the Royal Pavillion, by the Temple of 
of the Sun. | 


Enter Mardonius and Artaban. 


Mar. A LL! all's oerturn'd —Spite of your Plots, 
| vour Omens, 

The Nuptials are accompliſh'd, and our Hopes, 
That aim'd ſo high, hke Arrows ſhot to Hcav'n, 
Return A with Danger, on our menac'd Heads, 
And threaten Ruin to us in their Fall. 

Art. Where is the Help? When every Engine fails 
Thar Heav'n or Earth could lend to ſhake his Power? 
Mar. All: 
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Mar. 'All's faiFd indeed. ——Ye Stars! what unjuſt 
Dei 
Holds — Ballance of our rate, and h, 
That thus he weighs us doum? 1 | 
_ By Heav'n the aking Thought lies gnaving 
e, 
And like a Canker eats 5 my Heart, and drinks 
The vital Blood within me. Perſia s Gods 
Forſake her, and each Road we turn to hurt him 
Stand up in Arms againſt us in the Gap, | 
And make theſe Dangers which we raiſe, the Steps 
To his Ambition, toexalt him higher. 
Mankind's in League againſt us. From theſe Heights 
Lo, how the Field is throng'd with revelling Soldiers, 
Who, 1 2 with Garlands, ſing this Exile's Con- 
queits. 
=_ LO on the ſenſeleſs Herd, with how much 
Ol 
'Their blind Devotion thanks the Gods, who ſmile 
To hear them call their heavieſt Woes their Bleſſings. 
See how the blazing Altars fill the Plain, 
Which ſmoak with Hecatombs of ſlaughter'd Beaſts, 
That, like our Country, pay with their Deſtruction 
For theſe curs'd Nuptials, and the Rabble s Toy. 
Art. Too true, indeed, — Yet ſtill we've one Re- 
* ſource 
To cure their Folly ; for, I hope, the March 
And falling off of Artemiſia a's Troops, 
Conjoin'd with ours, (when this Fit of Joy 


Cool'd with the Night, makes our Attempt more ſafe,) 


May, like a ſudden 'Tempeſt, cauſe theſe Swarms 
To hive again, and ſuddenly Tefule 
To ſtir, until the Carian Queen returns 


To head their armed Bands. 
Mar. T hope it well Lo, Weſtward from theſe 
Plains 


Already her wing'd Squadrons blaze th* Horizon, 
And, like a flaming Torrent, pour around 
b Their 
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Their ſtreaming Columns on the duty Field. 
Lo! lo! the y move —They leave thy Qing, 0 on 
Perſia : 
They bend this Way. —How their Arms glare! ! melt 
Courſers 


'Neigh in their Strength, and ſprightly bern the 


Ground. 
Art. The firm Batallions march. un The beaten 
Cymbal | 
Strikes on my Heart, and calls up Lift within me. 
But ſee the Queen, like ſome immortal Amazon 
Leads on her banded Powers, and from high . 
Amid her Chariot, deep emboſs'd with Gold, 
And flaming with the Diamonds lucid Rays, 
Heads the vaſt Squadrons in their ranged Files. 
She comes! ſhe comes! beſpeed her Courſe, ye. 
Heav'ns | 
Mar. Fate is in Motion for us once again, 
But, lo, the Queen deſcending from her State, 
Moves onwards to this Ground. 
She comes to chide us, that our tardy Troops 
I cou'd wiſh 
You would, for once, throwoff your cautious Counſtls 
And, all onr Forces j joih d, retreat together. 
Art. I doubt ſuch Meaſures ſuit not with our 
Strength, 
Nor with the tickliſh Hour of the Time, 
And the mad Soldiers Revels. Kail, great Queen.— 


Enter Artemiſia arm d as an Amazon, Guards, Officers, 
all arm d. 
Arte. Are theſe your Vous to join my brave Re- 
treat? 


Wear you the Names of Soldiers, and forget 


The ſacred Ties of Honour? Are the Spirits 
Of the old Perſians bury d in their Graves, 
That none dare riſe to right me | 


Art, Great 
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_ N nes ere non a vou but 


The Soldler, e din Wine, ejoys the Feſtival, 
And;call's to Arms; ſhould we command their March, 
It might produce a raſh Revolt from Diſcipline. 
te, 1s oy a Time to pauſe, and preach up | 
ers | 
They ſhould be weighd before, or now deſpis d; 
Your Doubts begin too late, your Fears too early. 
But know, to name my Wrongs would catch Mens 
Where they ; are Men, and draw off Hoſts to right me! 
Art. Moſt true — but yet to Day th' An 
ſhews raſh, 
Ill ſuits the Time, and I could with you'd wait 
Atte. Is it for me to wiſh, and wait 2 Vengeance, 
Which were it now within my Graſp, and here, 
Would almoſt ſeem to come too late to right me. 
No, let us bid Adieu to lazy Wiſhes, | - 
And idle Prayers, begot by Sloth and 3 
And turn to 3 Action -——— 
Mard. We only would propoſe it as an Hope 
Of likelieſt Conſequence, That —— 
Arte. I tell you, Princes, Artemiſias Soul 21 K. 
Was never fram d to hope, but to enjoy 
By Heav'n, my Spirit match'd with Clods like yours, 
Such praying, longing Loiterers, | is crampt, 
Like the free Soul chain'd down to Earth and Body. 
Aſſert your Wrongs, be willing Slaves no more; 
Bid your ſhrill Trumpets ſound a quick Retreat 
To all your Troops, which join'd with mine, will ſhake 
The Soul, the Strength of Xerxes, and his Exiles. 
Mard. Our Hearts are yours —— Our Swords 
have flept too long 
By their wrong'd Maſters Sides —— Before the Sun 
Gain its Meridian Height, beneath your Banners 


Our rang'd Hoſts ſhall march —— 


Art. Be 


©. 
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Art. Be it reſoly'd! Now Fate befriend or end us: 
The Dye i is thrown, our Fortune is at Stak gr 26 
And all is ſet upon the Moment's Hazard. | | 
Arte. Where is the Hazard, unto Souls reſ6ly d | 
To periſh or perform? — What ſhould mean 
Theſe — Slaves Attendance —— Haſte, and 
meet me  - [ Exit Aen. 
Mard. We follow, tho we fall — 


er ferent ways 


Enter Arie, iſguis'd in a Slave $ Habit, and 
Demaratus. i 
Deu. Whoe er chou art, whoſe Habit 95 a Slave, 
Thy Words confeſs the free-born Grecian Spirit, 
Wreſtling with Fate, and keeping far at Bay 
The Woes that would oppreſs thee Vet be told, 
Now, to converſe in ſecret with Themiſtocles, 
When, at the Royal Feaſt, he fits on high, 
Is a Requeſt would be refus'd to Princes. | 
Ariſt. Be't ſo: I ſee your Princes live and act 
The Slaves of Force, and all- oppreſſing Power: 
But know, a Greek, tho dragg'd to Chains indignant, 
Still dares exert the Empire of his Soul, 
And owns no Power but the Laws and Reaſon. | 
Yet, once again be told, were I as low 
As Fate, or the mean Fears of Fate could lay me, 
I bring a Meſſage of ſuch high Concernment, 
That were he now in Council with the Gods, 
Dividing out the Empires of the World, 
He might lay by his State, and give me "Audience. 
Dem. Thy Words are hid in Clouds, and like the 
Voice 
Of Fove, when Heav'n is mov'd, and the Earth ſhaken, 
Thunder amidſt the Darkneſs— — Speak, unfold them— 
Ariſt. Let it ſuffice to know, that what 1 N 
Suits only him to hear, and me to ſpeak; 
Which bid him haſte, and learn —— If he neglects 
The Summons, I can only loſe theſe Moments, 
Miſpent 
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Miſpent with Thee, and a few honeſt Prayers; 
The ge tee find ſome better way to anſwer —— 
Dem. Thy — looks like Virtue wait awhile-« 
\ And 1 hall bring him, whoſe wide Reach of Thought 
3 Shall fathom All thy Depths — Exit Demaratus. 
- Ariſt. Tis fix d! ye Fates, this Hour I ſhall learn 
; How, far the juſt and upright Views of Virtue | 
/ May dare to hope your Favours—Righteous Powers, 
1 Ye Guardians of my Country's Fate, beſpeed, 
1. And guide me, while I tread theſe dangerous Paths: 
7 And Oh, if ever Ariſtides fought 
Your Cauſe, the Cauſe of Truth and Virtue here, 
Proſper him now, and let my Words pierce thro 
The proud, the fwelling Heart of this Z hemiſtocles ; | 
That, like ſome Sore, lanc'd by the Leech's Hand, 
It may diſgorge the Venom lodg d within. | 
"Tis true, he holds me his determin'd Foe; 
But, if his Hate extends not paſt the Grave, 
With Joy my Blood ſhall ſeal the Peace of Athens. 
- trivia Price For what is Life, ye Powers, 
If Greece be conquer d, and her Sons inſlav d: > 


Enter 'Themiſtocles aud Demaratus. 
Th. =m_ art thou? that haſt dar'd, with aſp 
Zea 

To interrupt the publick Joys and mine ? 
Are there not Hours enough in Life for Care, 
That this great Sabbath of my Soul mult loſe 
Its Privilege of Peace? —— Know'ſt thou, this Day 
I pay to Joy, To-morrow to Revenge, 
The Buſineſs of the World, Revenge, and Glory? 

Ariſt. J know it well; and therefore am 1 come, 
Like thy good Genius, watchful of thy Fate, 
To wake thy Soul, which, on the ſteepy Precipice 
Of thy high Fortune, ſleeps ſupine, and haply 
May, dizzied with the giddy Heights thou'ſt gain d, 
Fall down, thy Fame, thine Honour loſt for ever. 


— 


Sir Them, Say it 
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Then Beyk⸗ thou ? ſpeak out — thon ſhalt be 
anſiwer;d nobly ——— © 
Arif. I cannot, ll we're private . 
Them. Fear not — this Man is as myſelf — my 


Friend, 
Long try'd and known; my better Half of Soul. 


Ariſe. The leſs 1 care to truſt him ve to ſpeak, 


What will demand thy moft abſtracted Soul, 


And claim the Gods; and Thee, ſole Auditors. 

- Them. And we will oe thee fully—leave me with 

him 

Dem. 'Think better on't — This may By - ſome 

Afﬀaſſne, 
Deſprate, and arm'd againſt your Life. 

Them. Be'to—1 bs by no Hoſts he brings to aid him, 
He's but a Man, and has a Man to cope with: 
Leave us alone — And know, when I can fear 
Ought but the Gods, I am no more T hemiſtocles 

[Exit Demaratus. 
Now ſpeak -- unfold thyſelf, and thy high Buſinels. 
Whoſe Slave art thou? 

Ariſt. It matters not; but know, whate'er I am, 
I am no Slave to Perſia, like T bemiftocles ; 1 
No Slave to Xerxes, and oppreſſive Tyranny: 

1 have not ſold myſelf to the baſe Views h 
Of foul Ambit” and the Thirſt of Power; 

And tho I wear theſe ſervile Marks of Bondage, 
I'm free, and own no other Lord on Earth, 
Bus Reaſon, and the Gods, from whom I hold it. 

Them. What means this daring Preface ? Wretch, 

what wouldſt thou ? 

Arift. I would be what I was, and hope to die, 

A free-born Grecian, born to act, and think, 

As faits the noble Being of a Man. 

I would, that thou ſhouldſt dare to be Themiſtocles, 
To be thyſelf! to reaſſume thy Reaſon, 


And wear that high-rais'd N ame, which _ Thee 
The 


once, 
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The Boaſt ! the Prop | the Friend of thy brave 
Country ! _- ys Pri 

But O, vain Hope Power th 
Tabus ope * „ y & my 

Aro alt eee mas eee Vat Fanning 

With Truth, with Reaſon andthe Gods, to ee 

To take a nearer Proſpect of thy Soul, 

And boldly lay great Athens? Wro ngs beſbre Thee. 


Them. Ruſh not upon thy —2 us Area an is 


>, arm's.” - { baif draw awing. 
Ariſt. True, with thy Sword — but I am arm d 
with Innocence, 


Leſs penetrable than "the Steel-ribb'd Coats 
That harneſs round thy Warriors — O Themiftocles, 
Thy Sword is blunt, — thy ſtrong Arm is Sinewleſs 
To Souls like mine, who in an honeſt Death 
Behold no Terrors like a guilty Life, 
Blotted with Wrongs, Inga Siſticn, and Oppreſſion, 
Daring and great as Thine 
Them. Vile Wretch! Behold how calm the guilt 
leſs Soul 
Can ſmile at Malice — be my Scorn th y Safety. 
Thou'ſt learnt among thy free-born Greeks to 
Slander and Envy are the Patriot's Virtues ; 
Therefore bark on ! rail! name that AR, that Thing, 
Which can attaint my Fame with ſuch Diſhonours. 
Ariſt. I will — Think of that Field beſmear'd with 
Blood, 
When thy fell Sword loaded th Ag yptian Plain 
With 6 red Carnage of the vanquiſh'd Greeks, 
Thy murder'd Brethren Think! recall the Hour, 
When choak'd with Gore, and gaſh'd with gaping 
- Wounds, 
They cry'd in vain, T bemiſtocles, have Mercy! 
Save, ſave thy Kindred Tribes, and ſtop the Slaughter | 
Th. Slanderer, tis falſe, moſt falſe ! My pierced 
Heart 


Bled at their Cries, and * fond Eyes pour d * 
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Faſt as their Wounds  ſtream'd Blond — They" the” af 


mix'd Hoſts 
I ruſh's, T flew, and fav'd the Lives of Thouſands: * 


Arift. Yes, to reſerve them for new Woes,'n new 


To od rho boaſtful to adorn thy Triumphs 
And ſhew thy Perfian Slaves, a Sight, before 
Unknown, the Ereciams chain d and bound O 


Heaven! 
Where flept, that Day, the Soul of this T hemiftocles, 


That Mercy could not wake tt! Lo, theſe Bonds 
altes bis Chains. 


0 

That rattle in Thine Ears; tis Thou haſt ty d them: 
Are theſe the due Rewards of all my Toils, 
For fighting for my Country in the Field ? 
For our dear native Soil, the Land of Liberty ; 
For Greece, the favourite Nation of the Gods: 
When, like a Robber, Thou o'er-match'd our Strength, 
And tore m deareſt Wealth, my Freedom, — me! 

Them. If that were Guilt, that Guilt is wip'd away, 


Faye he, won tied thoſe Bonds, did looſe them too, 


our Suff rings, and reſtor d your Freedom. 
9570 At laſt you did ſo true — but on ſuch 
Terms, 
That I am come to render back thy Gifts, 
And tell thee 1 prefer my Chains before them. 
'Think'ſt thou, 2 bhemiſtoc les, thy unjuſt Shackles, 
Can bow a Grecian Soul to ſtoop ſo low, 
To guard thy Tyrant's Standards; to unlooſe 
The everlaſting Bonds that ought to tie 
The brave Man to his Country, to his Conſcience ? 
'To bribe him, with his Freedom, to embrace 
The Slav'ry of Hell ; and like the Fiends, 
Condemn'd to all the Stings of horrid Guilt, 
Wage ſavage Conflict, and unnatural War, 
Fen —— n Power, whence. they deriv'd their 
ei 


ng? 
Ah no! Such Terms diſgrace the gen rous Views, 
or 


{ 
] 
. 
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For which alone, Grerians are wont to live, 
Or bravely chooſe to die —— i bis om 
T hem. Go, get thee hence begone — (The Ser- 
pent's Tongue, | r 
Hath with its Venom pierc'd my Heart, and thrilfd 
The boiling Flood that warm'd it [aſde.] Have 
done away — | 
My Sword hath drunk too deep of Crecian Blood, 
Why ſhould it bluſh with Thine? FEA 
Ariſt. Becauſe I am thy Country's ſtedfaſt Friend, 
And ever wiſh'd Deſtruction to her Foes; 
And therefore moſt to Thee — Nay more, becauſe 
Til turn a Fraytor for the Bribes you promis d, 
And place within thy Power, thy ſtubborn Foe 
This hated Ariftides —— {throws off his Diſguiſe. 
Th. Ha! — By the Gods, tis hel — I've — 
mine Enemy. [ arts ſurpriæ d, Sword half drawn. 
By Heav'n, I think I fear him — or my Wrath 
Hath watch d iiſelf to Drowſineſs — I've, ere now, 
Beheld Fate perching on my Foeman's Sword, 
And hov' ring round mine Head have ſeen Dangers, 
As near reſembling Death, as mighty Rivers, 
Ere they be paſt, do the vaſt Ocean's ſelf: 
Yet never did my Heart beat fo appall'd | 
As now, to ſee Thee here, unarm'd, and helpleſs, 
* ſure, at Minos Judgment Seat ſhall 
a 


The Innocent and Guilty ; one o'erwhelm'd 
With conſcious Shame, the other Bold and Dauntleſg! 
Whence loiters thus thy Sword ? I thought, ere this, 
It would have pierc'd my Breaſt —— Behold I lay 
It open to thee — Strike fiercely, as thou didſt 
In Egypt's Fields, when thy Revenge inſatiate, 
Made half the Grecian Matrons Childleſs. 
| [ Sword ſbeath'd. 
Them. My Heart pleads for thee — and thy 
, Virtue charms me —— 
And yet beware — Thou know'ſt I am a Man, 
D 2 A Man, 
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A Man, whoſe Spirit, as the Thunder turns 
The gen'rous Wine, is ſour'd by his Wrongs, 
Sore wrought and fretted by imbitt'ring Injuries. 
Be wiſe! beware — know thou' rt my felleſt Foe ! 
Ariſt. 1 am — becauſe thou art thy Country's 
Enemy 
Bate me that Name, there's not that Man on Earth, 
Whoſe Virtues lodge more neighbour'd to my Soul. 
Them. Haſt thou not ſign d the fatal Roll that 
| baniſh'd me? * 
Abſent, condemn'd my Houſe, Wealth, Fortune, 
Family: 
Haſt thou not ſet a Price upon my Head, 
As for a Publick Robber, and proclaim'd, 
The weighted Gold, for which my Blood ſhall ſell, 
Branding my Name with Traytor ? | 

Ariſt. This Athens did for Thee, and I for Athens. 
Tho' witneſs, Heav'n, when the harſh Doom was paſt, 
What Tears did waſh the publick Ways of Athens ; 
What Groans did ſhake the Temples of the Gods, 
To ſee thee fo condemn'd — Thou who hadſt ſtood 
The Bulwark, and lov'd Champion of her Safety : 
The Safeguard, Ornament, and Praiſe of Greece ! 
But, who can blame the Parent, when his Son 
Strikes at his Life, to ſtand on his Defence, 

And ſtab the Paricide who ſeeks his Ruin? 

Th. Was I that Paricide? — All-knowing Gods! 
Judge you betwixt me, and my thankleſs Country! 
Have not my Prayers been paid for her Proſperity? 
When did ſhe grieve, that ever I rejoyc'd? 

When did ſhe triumph, and my Spirit mourn? 


When fled her Focs, but when my Sword purſu'd 


them ? 
When did they conquer, but when I was gone? 
Have not my Youth, my Manhood, and mine Age 
Been waſted in her Service, to defend 
Her Liberties, Poſſeſſions, nay, thoſe Laws 
V hich now ſhe turns to baniſh, and deſtroy me ! 
Ariſt. 


It BM O yd 


d 
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Ariſt. 1 ſee you're mov'd, but Truth muſt not 
be ſmother'd, | f | 
You know, T hemiftocles, you know your Baniſhment 
Was drawn on you, becauſe you ſtood ſuſpected 
Of plotting with * Pauſanias gainſt thy Country; 
Which, fince thy covert Flight, to Perfia's Tyrant, 
And joining with him in enflaving Greece, 
Have but too well confirm'd | an 
7 - Thy Zeal miſleads thee— therefore I forgive 
hes | | | 
But know, if I did fly, I fled for Life; 
For the poor fond Defire that runs thro? all, 


Of breathing here a few toifd Moments longer, 


And letting Greece behold my ſpotleſs Innocence. - 
For if my Heart, ere tainted with his Treaſons ; - 
If ere my Soul thirſted for Athen“ Blood, 
If, under the keen Anguiſh of my Suff rings, + 
The Smart of Perſecution's Iron Rod, 
And all the Wrongs an human Soul could feel, 
If Athens held not ſtill her Graſp within, 
Stole half my Prayers, and almoſt all my Sorrows, 
Dart here, ye Gods, your hotteſt Bolts of Vengeance ! 
Oh Nature thou art ſtrong — too ſtrong and buſy. 
| [ weeps ſullenly and groans. 
Ariſt. Then pardon Heav'n, and Thou, that fo I 
wrong'd thee. „ [ kneels. 
Ye Powers, he weeps ! the injur'd Hero weeps! [riſes. 
The Deluge of his Grief o'erwhelms his Soul | 
Oh let me join my Tears with thine, Themiſtocles; 
Theſe Drops be ſacred to our Country's Peace. 
No more my Foe! my Friend! my Soul's great 
Lord! 
Enter my Heart, thou'rt an Athenian till. 
[ weeps and embraces. 
Them, Jam — I am I am an injur'd one! 


— —_ — 


Vide Nepos, Plutarch. 


D 3 Ariſt. Injur'd, 
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Aris. Injur d, indeed, but generous, and forgiving. 
Nay. I will wreſtle with thee e' en to Death, 
Till prevail, till from this Tyrant's Side, 
I draw, tear, drag tliee to defend thy Country. 
Them. Oh that thou couldſt — how happy were 
Themiftocles ! | 
But ah, hard Sentence — it muſt never be! 
Ariſt. Where is the Let? — When once the Soul 
> revolts, © | 7 
All other Ties are gone! Oh ſpeak, Themiſtocles, 
Bound, as thou art, to Xerxes, couldſt thou ſee, 
Say, couldſt thou fee, thy native Soil enflav'd, 
Athens involv'd in Flames, her Fields in Blood ; 
Her Citizens murder d, and her Laws aboliſh'd ; 
Her Virgins raviſh'd, arid her Youth in Bondage: 
Nor give a Tear to mourn, an Hand to help her? 
Them. Say rather, could this Athens ſee me thus 
An out-caſt Exile, loath'd, traduc'd, defam'd, 
My Fortunes ſhipwreck'd, and my Children thrown, 
Expos d to the ſharp Rigours of the World, 
Nor once repent, nor give one pitying Tear, 
One friendly Call, to ſay, Return, Themiſtocles, 
Return, poſſeſs thy ancient Fame, and Honours. 
Arift. She had, ſhe would, but that ſhe knew thy 
Rage, 33 | 
And — Reſentment, would reject and ſcorn her. 
Them. Ah no— one Word had call'd me back, and 
ſav'd her, | | 
My Soul had quit her high Purſuits of Fame, 
Like the mann'd Hawk had haſtned to the Lure, 
And liſt'ned to the human Voice with Joy. 
Arift. Then lo, how Athens, and the Gods do 
anſwer rhee ; gives him a Parchment. 
Read there, a Publick Act, my Care procur'd thee, 
Reverfing thy hard Sentence — with one Voice, | 
Demanding thy Return, again to lead | 
Her Armies forth, and guard thy Country's Safety. 


Them. Ha!— 
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Them, Ha! - tis true! Amazement! do I ce? 
My Baniſhment repeal'd, my Fame reſtor d: 
Oh let me fold thee to my Heart — no more 
My Foe, thou juſt, thou good, thou generous Friend, 
ln no Im brace. 
My Heart is full of Athens, and of t 
Oh let me tear theſe Shackles from thy Limbs: 
Curſt be the Day that ty d them, and thrice bleſt 
it] luncbains bim. 
This Hour, that Heay'n hath lent me, thus to looſe 


them. | P 
Ariſt. Gods, how ſweet, how pleaſing to the Soul, 
Are the dear Tranſports, that from Virtue ſpring, 
And never ſhaken Honour! — Oh Themiſtocles, 
Tear off thy Shackles too with mine — away — 
_ Haſte, let us fly to Athens, and again 4 50 
Humble her haughty Foes — This brave Revolt 
Shall ſink their Hearts as low, as it ſhall raile + 
Thy glorious Fame on high — Whence that Groan ? 
Them. Prom a poor Heart, where Xerxes, and 
my Country 
Already are at War, and in wild Combat 
Fierce, ſtrive for Maſt'ry — Oh Ariſtides, 
Help! aid me! join, to part the horrid Fray. 
Ariſt. Rather let Ariſtides Aid be ask'd 
To give the glorious Vi&'ry to our Country; 
Haſte, fly with me — Deſert the Tyrant's Standards. 
Th. No, Ariftides, no | — tho' witneſs Heav'n, 
I think this Arm, no more, ſhould dare to weild 
A Sword againſt her, or, with impious Rage, 
Preſume to ſtab my Mother's bleeding Bowels ; 
'Tho' the poor beggar'd Remnants of my Days, 
The Labours of my Life, ſhall all be hers, 
Yet, to reje& my Friend, to fly from Xerxes, 
To be ungrateful to his generous Love, 
Betray his Kindneſs, and deceive his Hopes, 


Is what my honeſt Soul abhors to do! | 
D 4 Ariſt. Then 
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Arift. Then all's o' er- turn d how can you ſerve 
your Country ? 
Th. I hope I can, and nobly——if the Gods 
Do diſappoint thoſe Hopes, I fill have left 
'The noble Joy of periſhing to ſave her ! 
Ariſt. Oh — awhile upon che mighty Hazard, 
My Counſels all are ſafe. 
T b. But they're ungenerous —— To ſerve my 
W 
Death, Ruin, all look lovely, but Ingratitude. 
Ye! thn thought of Mealures, which the Gods, 
My Duty and my ny Reads, bid m me follow, 
Anſw'ring at once, the mighty Debt I'owe 
My Royal Maſter, and my native Soil | 
Yes, tis decreed——beſpeed my Hopes, ye Heav'ns! 
TI truſt my Power and Influence over Aerxes, 
Which join'd with Neæſiptolema 8 ſhall gain | 
A laſting Peace to Athen. Tis determin'd! 
From her thou ſhal't appear as an Ambaſſador, 
And at the Feet of Xerxes, ſeal her Pardon. 
Away, let's haſten, and concert our Meaſures. . 
Ariſt. J fear th Event I fearfor all ; but moſt 
I fear for thee, T hemiftocles ! 
T EY Where is the Cauſe? or grant there were, 
as! 
Can ought betide us Ill, while we purſue, 
The gen'rous Views of — my Friend, 
The Gods to thoſe, their great Aſſiſtance lend, 
Who Truth and Virtue, for their Guides do take, 
And thro the glitt'ring Baits of Fortune break, c 
To hazard all Things for their Country's Sake. 
[ Excunt. 
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ACT IV. SCENE I. 


_ The Royal Pavillion, or T: ent. Enter Ariſtides dreſt 
as an Ambaſſador, with Themiſtocles. 


Ariſt. I Doubt your watchful Enemies Attempts. 
Th. Baniſh mean Fears — my ſettled 
| Hopes are built 
Safe as the Eaglets high impervious Aieries, 
On the clear Summit of a rooted Rock, . 
Mocking the Climber's Skill—in Xerxes Heart 
My Services are ed deep, and there 
Grow, ſhelter'd from all Storms 
Ariſt. So may you find it now 
Th. Be'tas it may—my Soul is fix d on this, 
To gain my glorious Views, to ſerve my Country; 
Or to atone the Wrongs my Sword has done her, 
Il put my Power, nay, my Life at Hazard. 
Arif. It is a dang'rovs, but a glorious Venture. 
Th. Nay, I eſteem it ſuch but I will on, 
Where virtuous Honour calls me. | 
Ariſt. Altho' Succeſs, the Deity of Foo 
Should fail you, Fame and Virtue, which alone, 
Are worth the brave Man's Care, muſt crown this 
Action. | 
And haply, this Revolt of Artemiſia 
May make him give our Pray 'rs a readier Hearing. 
Th. I rather doubt, it may have ſtirr'd too much, 
His high and haughty Spirit—Men like him, 
Of hot, impaſſion'd Tempers, oftcn, like 
Their kindred Element, when ſet in Motion, 
Conſuming firſt, what kindled up their Flames, 
Catch round at ev'ry 'Thing, to feed their Fury. 
his Caution therefore, arm you firm in ä 
That 
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That throwing off the Sternneſs of your Nature, 
You do apply the ſoft, and ſoothing Lenitives 
Of Lou lineis and Meekneſfs, to aſſuage 

All Guſts of Paſſion that may riſe againſt you. 

Ariſt. J am inſtructed. 

Th. Oh, be ſo— for take Note, leſs potent Men, 
When forc'd to ſtruggle with ſuperior Power, 
Muſt, like our Grecian Wreſtlers, oil and ſmooth 
Their ſuppled Limbs, to ſooth the rougher Graſp 
Of ſtronger Arms, and looſe their Hold the ſooner. 
But hark, thefe Trumpets ſhew, the nuptial Feaſt 
Is over, when the lovely Perſian Queen | Trumpets. 
Hath promis'd here to meet my ſecret Summons. 

Ariſt. Her friending, or oppoſing our Deſigns, 
Import us highly— yer, to own my Fears, 

I doubt ſhe is fo fluſh'd' with the vaſt Views 

Of Power, and th' exalted Heights ſhe has gain d, 

That, like the Faulcon, towring in her Pride, | 

And warm, and eager, for the glorious Quarry, 

She will deſpiſe the skilful Faulkner's call, 

Nor liſten to the Voice that us d to guide her. 

Th. Reject ſuch Thoughts and lo, ſhe comes ts 

anſwer them. A. 


Enter Neſiptolema cron a 
Neſip. My ever-honour'd Lord, whom, next to 
Heav'n, | | 
And far beyond what this poor World calls Great, 
I have regarded, I am come to pay you 
The firſt Fruits of my Crown, and pleas d, enjoy 
The {ſweeteſt Privilege of Empire here, | 
The Power of pleaſing, and obeying you. 
Th. Welcome, my Soul's Deſire — thou haſt 
brought | | 
The ſame Affection, the ſame duteous Fondneſs, 
That ſtill adorn'd thy Life, and made thee dear 
As Light unto mine Eyes: I ſee—-I hope, 


Thou art not chang'd at all "i; 
| | Nefip. Whence 
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Nefip. M henee is the Doubt? thou know'ſt, thou 
know'ſt Þ am not. 
Th. I doubr my ſelf, notcthew=forT 
Am chang'd fo — perhaps, thou 
know me; 
I'm turn d the Friend, no more the Foe of Athens, 
She hath reſtor'd my Fame, regain'd my Heart, 
And I have vow'd to ſeal her Peace with NXerxes, 
And join thy Prayers with mine, to bind it ſure. - 
Nefip. Alas! 1 tremble for the dreadful Conſe- 
uence. 
Oh ſay! ſpeak! whence proceeds this wond'rous 
Change? 
m_ From Reaſon, and from him——behold this 
an, 4 
Whom thus T fold unto my Heart, and hail 
With the firſt Name monęſt M en, a faithful Friend ; 
But a few Moments ſince, he was th abhorr'd 
And hated Ariftides—— © 
Neſip. Still hold that Man abhorr'd, who gives 
ſuch Counſels, 
To hazard, ſor ungrateful Athens Peace, 
My Royal Nerxes Friendſhip, nay, his Love, 
(at bluſhing, I may uſe ſo kind a Name, 
To Athens Royal Foe)—or, grant, that Love 
Muſt yield to haughty Honour, is not mine 
(I dare not mention yours) tied ſtrictly down, 
To ferve great Xerxes, and deteſt his Enemies? 
Th. Miſtake me not — I would be heard, and 
calmly. 
Neſip. If *tis diſpleaſing to you, I'll be ſilent ; 
But oh! if Xerxes Love, and Athens Int'reſt, 
Be ballanc'd 'gainſt each other, ſhall, I doubt, 
To give one Tear, to turn the Beam for him ? 
Why name I him? for Duty, Fame, and Honour! 
Oh! can we cer forſake him? Oh! 'bethink, 
My honour'd Sire, to what vaſt Heighths, the Flood 
Of his high Love hath rais'd us. 2 
. I've 


, 2 Da ughter, 
carce can ſt 


44 THEMISTOCLES, 


Th. F've not forgot i it—no, my. Child, tis that 
Which ſets me firm in Hope, and bids me ſpeak 
With Courage, to prevent our Country's s Bondage: ? 
Say, can my Sword purſue her, when repentant 
She calls for Mercy from me ? — can I live 
By Atbens Ruin, working out my Way 
Into the World, moſt Viper-like, by gnawing 
Een thro' my Mother's Bowels . * | 

Nefip. 1 know not ought of that ; but what I do, 
My Father ſhall forgive me that I ſpeak, 

I — by all th' endearing Ties of Love 

And - xr Honour,- we are bound to Xerxes ; 

I know, I know, that in his generous Heart, 
We live more neighbour d now, and this Attempt— 

Ariſt. But {till he lives an Enemy to Athens.—. 
Still _ of that—there is the pere which 

kes 


; His inmoſt Peace of Soul — 


Neſip. I ſpoke not to you muſt I not be heard, 
When X?rxes' Honour, nay, mine own's concern d? 
I well remember, when your Law condemn'd 
My abſenr Father, I would then have ſpoke, - 

But was not heard—ev'n my Grief was ſcorn d, 
And my Sighs mock'd—mut it be ſo again? 

Th.-'Touch not on that, I have no Memory for it— 
All is amended fully — he is now 
My beſt eſteemed Friend and if 

Neſip. I know not what heis—T only ſpeak, 

That once I knew him for. your bittereſt Foe, 

And ought to fear it ſtill—Is he not come, 

To drive us like a Tempeſt, from our Port, 
From Xerxes' Heart, where we are ſafely harbour d, 
Jo periſh in new Storms of Fate again? 

Th. Fear not, my Child, be aiding to my Pray rs, 
And Xerxes, by ſo many Ties ſecur'd, 

Shall cheerfully applaud, and crown our Piety. 

Neſip. Th' Event's moſt doubtful — wherefore 

ſhould we riſque 


Our 
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Our Peace, and its great Fountain, Xerxes Love; 
For cruel, thankleſs Athens ? — Oh my Father, 
*The Grecians uſe thy Power like the Sade 
Of ſome wide-ſpreading Palm, which when the Skies 
Are cloudleſs and ſerene, with barbarous Hands 
They ſtrip of its fair Branches, and tear off 
Its verdant-Honours ; but return in haſte, 
And ſeek for Shelter from it in the Storm. 
The. Be't ſo. Let know, while the leaſt Bough 
remains | [ Fretfully. 
A 'Twig, a Leaf, they ſhall be ſhelter'd ſtill. 
Nay more, tho' they had ſtript my Glories bare, 
My Head expos'd to all the angry Winds; 
My naked 'Trunk ſhould face the growling Tempeſt, 
And guard them till I fell. 
Neſip. If tis refolv'd, then wherefoream I call'd? 


The. Not to debate, but to befriend my Purpoſes, . 


And if my Pray'rs with Xerxes be repuls d 
To ſecond them with all thy ſoft Perſuaſion. 
In this obey me, or my Hopes deſerted, 
Secure enjoy the mean Delights of Empire, 
And ſafe on Xerxes Throne, purſue no more 
'The nobler Heights of Fame, to which I'd raiſe thee. 
Neſip. Oh! wound me not with ſuch unkind Suſ- 
picions; ; 
Tho much I fear offending royal Xerxes, 
Yet more I dread the diſobeying thee. 
No, take me, lead me.— My fond Soul is bound 
To follow thee thro' ev'ry Maze of Life, 
And truſt thy Guidance thro' each Path of Ruin. 
The. My Favourite! nay, my Friend. —But haſte, 
retire ; 
Th' Emperor comes. To Ariſtides Care 
J leave it to inſtru you in our Purpoſe, 
And ſpeak the generous Motives of my Change. 


ä —_—. — . At. 
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V. Plutarch Apothegmara. 
Neſip. Your 


Of half the vaſt Profuſion of its Joys? 
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NM. Your Will, your Lot, nen 4 au, be 

[ Exeunt Neſip. aud Ariſt. 

The. He comes—Nou yan on t. Fates.—Iim ard 
already. 


Enter Xerxes with Guards and Train. 
Xer. Where haſt thou been? what Cares for 
Xerxes' Fame, 
Have torn thee from my Side, and robb'd the 
Banquet 


The. I have not Time for Joy; methinks each Day 
Thus paid to flothful Mirth, throws back our Hopes, 
And leaves us in a vaſt Arrear to Fame. | 
Great Monarchs, like the Sun, ſhould ev 'ry Hour, 
Be circling round the Earth, ſurFeying all. 

Such are my Cares for thee; and, lo ! they bring 
Important Tidings to thee. 

Xer. Thou mean'ſ the bold Retreat of Artemiſia, 
With all her Troops, and our revolted Generals, 
Yet know, my Heart unſhaken feels the Loſs, 

But as the tainted Purgings of its Blood, 
Whoſe Abſence, tho it drains its Strength a while, 
Adds to his Health the more. - 

The. Let all thy Foes, like thoſe Revolters, fly 
Thy dreaded Preſence. —Vainly they deſert 
'Thy royal Standards, while thy Name performs 
The Work of Armies; and unaided awes | 
The ſtubborn Greeks to bend beneath thy Throne, 
To own thy Power, and ſue for Peace from Xerxes. 

Aer. What meant thou? Say, Peace, and to 

me? from them ? 

The. Already Athens, trembling at thy Name, 


Hath hither ſent her vanquiſh'd Arifides, 
Submiſſive to intreat thy great Alliance. 


_— with conſcious Shame, ſhe kneels before 
ee 


And ſends her great Ambaſſador to plead 8 
er 
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Her Cauſe, and hail Perſia s majeſtick Monarch. 


Aer. Haſte, call him in Non our u p-lified 1 
Sword (Ba The: Y 


Is at their Throat, the Slaves cry out for Mercy, 
And dread the winged Vengeance of our Fury. 


Enter Themiſtocles with Ariftides, 


The. Behold the Monarch of this Eaſtern World, 


Whole royal Ear, when the AfMicted call, 
Stands — as th NY Gates of Heay? n, 
To let the Suff ring | et 
Ariſt. Nail to — 5 Raden Ma of Perſia 
Before whoſe Theoee, as at the eat of — 
The congr gregated Nations kneel for Juticg, 
And from eee d Merey wait their Sen» 
rence. 
Behold I come, Fre from the State 
Of Athens, as their ſacred Legate here, 
'To ſue for Peace from thee, and claim thy Friendſhip, 
Xer. Think'ft thou the Enmity of warring Nations, 
That, like two Combatants, have ſtood ſo long 
In Honour's Field ecaeniting for the Maſtry, 
Bath'd in each other's LI od, can be, with Eaſe 
Afﬀanc'd, and their deadly Feuds remov'd ? 
Shall a few womaniſh Prayers atone for all 
The Millions of my Slain ; for ſlaughter' d Hoſts 
And the red — e of the mercileſs War ? | 
No, by the Perſian "Ghoſts, whoſe Bones, unbury'd, 
Thick ſtrew your Plains, 1 will have mighty Ven- 


Unleſs you fi ou ſtoop fo low, that our proud Arm 
Shall — to ſink you more. 

Ariſt. Who lies upon the Earth, can fall no lower; 
Already Greece diſcomfited and vanquiſh'd, 
With her beſt Blood hath purpled Egypt's Sands, 
And bends beneath th' exalted Strength of Xerxes: 
Alarm' d ſhe ſees grim War, with horrid Front, 
> Menace her Peace, and, with its Iron Teeth, 


Gnaſh 


% 
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Gnaſh deep to harrow up her torn Fields 
Bat ſtill, ſhe knows, that great and godlike Minds, 
Like yours, love more to pardon than deſtroy 5 
Mov'd with which Hopes, by me ſhe ſues for Peace, 
And courts your Mercy, while ſhe owns your Power. 
Xer. Tis well th' offended Gods, by Prayers ap- 
5 | 8 
. arreſt the Thunderer's Bolts, to hear 
And ſpare the Wretches whom their Rage could 
CTuin ; | | | 
And be't ſo now, that I, whoſe Power on Earth + - 
Stands high as theirs, in Pity may forgive 
The vanquiſh'd Greeks, and, as my Subject-Slaves, 
Protect whom elſe I as my Foes had puniſh'd. 
The. I thank you, Gods. — Greece is not yet ſo 
low. | | 2 8 [ Aſide. 
Ariſt. Xerxes' great Soul will ſure in Bounty grant 
His high Alliance on ſome nobler Terms | 
Than Slav'ry and Subjection. * * 
Xer. By Mit hra, no! if tis for Peace you ſue, 
In Peace be Per/ia's Vaſlals. OLE, IDS 
Ariſt: Vaſſals and Slaves? No, we diſdain ſuch 
Terms. | ; 
No, mighty Gods ! Greeks ſuit not well with Bon- 
dage ! 3 < | 
** What more than human Power can'ſt thou ſhew 
T*enforce ſo vaſt a Claim, ſuch abject Homage? 
Xer. I bring two Ge ddeſſes of Race divine, 
Force and Perſuaſion ; Slave, now chufe thou 
whether. | | 
Ariſt. 'Then know, I bring two Goddeſſes as great, 
The Love of Liberty, and Scorn of Death. 1 
No, Xerxes, we can live thy faithful Friends, 
Or die like fearleſs Foes.— Greece is not yet 
So far abandon'd by the angry Fates, 


FIERY 8 
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Vide Plutarch for the very Words of the following ſix Lines. 
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To buy her Peace with Chains. | | 
The. His'Sterneſs will, I fear, o'erturn our Hopes. | 
A 
A Hence, Fugitive 1 ! haſt thou eſcap 1 8 
| Sword 
In Egypt's Fields, to come and brave us here? 
* I thought thou cam'ſt to bring me Earth and 
Water, 
| The uſual Tribute that ſubmiſſive Nations 
Send to their conqu ring Lords.—Go, tell thy Greeks, 
Thoſe who revolt to Xerxes ſhall receive 
Cities for Villages, for Hamlets, Provinces ; 
While thoſe thou hop'ſt dare meet me in the Field, 
Shall - periſh like weak Worms, trod down, and 
| trampled | 
Een by their Feet gainſt whom they turn in vain. 
Ariſt. That yet is in the Fates. 
Ker. Tis falſe! *tis in our Sword, on which the 
Fate 
Of Athens hangs, and loaden with the W rongs 
Of my Themiftocles, ſhall level lor. 
Her a with the Ground. Nov, by Our 
Sel 
The greateſt Name on Earth, I ſwear, Themiſtocles, 
With ampleſt Retribution I II avenge thee, — 
The. Moſt generous Xerxes, deeply am I bound 
In ey'ry View of Life to tł ank your Bounty, 
And may high Heav 'n befriend me as I wiſh 
'Thro* the poor Portion of my Days to come, 
My Services, my Sword, my Life could anſwer 
Such undeſery'd, ſuch moſt unbounded Goodneſs. | 
Ker. What means my Friend, my Father, nay, 
my Soldier ? 
The. By all thoſe ever. lov d, ſtill-honour'd Names 
I claim your patient hearing; and if e er 


— 


g * Vide Plxturch for the five next Lines. 
. E My 
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My Ji have crown d J weer Head "with 
| J inen 2 
If e er my Bord! hath propp'd your Snking: Empire, 
And ſpread y our wide Dominion'where the Sun 
Ne er ſaw the Perſian Standard. Oh! be kind, 
And grant my pious Prayer, while thus 1 ohh” 
For Athens Peace and Freedom. © 
Xer. Ha! by my Hopes, m_ Word like find 
¶ Karts ſurpriæ d. 
Will maks me give oy Foes moſt ampleCredence. — 
Will make me think; but, ſtay; I will not'thinkit— 
1 hou can'ſt not —No, —Thou would lt not Wanne 
Enemies. | 
The. No; when 1 305 may Heav'n avenge ſuch 
Perjury. 
Have I not ſworn at the conſcious 'Shrines, 
Unending Faith to Xerxes s | 
Ker. Nay, what are Oarhs, but fancy'd Bonds the 
Mind | 
Gives to enſure the Body, and put off 
Vain Words for Deeds, and Promiſe for Perſor- 
"mance? - | 
"Tis not to Oaths, which only bind whom Nature | 
Had bound before, nor to warm Prayers and Vows, 
Which the falſe Man can feign, I'd truſt my Heart; ; 
Bur, to thy former Life, which, as a Preface, 
Shews what i its following Pages will produce, 
That 1 me truſt thee, and” 'my belt Hopes with 
thes , 
And tells me, thou'lt prove true and faithful to me; 
Thou wilt not plead for Athens. ——- 
The. Not while ſhe's Nerxes Foe. — But lo, re- 
pentant, 
She ſues ſubmiſſive; humbled and ſubdued | 
She bends before you, and implores y our Friendſhip. 
Tho ſhe's repuls d, I may, perhaps, be heard: 
If that my Wrongs )bſtruct her Hopes of Peace, 
Here I forgive them all, and thus I bend ¶ Kucels. 
5 : For 
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For Xerxes Grace, his Grace and Pardon to her. 
Aer. Forbear, or thou wilt raiſe a Tempeſt here, 
Will tear thy rooted Int'reſt in my Heart, | 
And blaſt thy full- grown Honours. — Is it thus 
Thou — repay my Love? — Have not I made 
t | N | | 5 to 
Een as my ſelf in Perſia, rais'd thee high, 
And fenc'd thee round with Power ? | 
The. My Soul's beſt Thoughts are daily paid to 
nnn > J 
Xer. Tis falſe. -— Are theſe the due Returns of 
Friendſhip ? | 1 8 
The Favours Monarchs do to worthy Nature's 
Still born on the Wings of Love and Duty, 
Return unto themſelves, proving, indeed, 
The Source een of that Power whence they flow; 
Reſembling thus the Rains Heav'n ſhowers on Earth; 
Which make it rich, yet ſtill aſcend in Vapours 
To 0 the Fountain whence they drew their Trea- 
ures: | 
But, oh! I find I've ſhower'd on thee my Bounties, 
Like Dews on parched Sands that drink them. up, 
And leave no Trace behind them. Leave me 
ty! 
Vogrdeful Wretch, and head the Hoſts of Athens — 
'The. The Gods oerthrow me then. — Command 
my Death, | 
But do not wound my Fame with vile Ingratitude. 
He that hath Nature in him, muſt be grateful, 
"Tis the Creator's primary great Law, 
That links the Chain of Beings each to other, 
Joining the greater to the leffer Nature, 8 
Tying the Weak and Strong, the Poor and Powerful, 
Subduing Men to Heav'n, and ey n Brutes to Men. 
When J want Gratitude, periſh my Name, 
Abhorr'd by Xerxes, by the Gods and Men. 
Aer. If thou would'ſt paſs for Grateful, let thy 
Deeds, f | | | 
Re 7 : Not 
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Not idle Words, approve it. If thou dſt ſhew 
Thy Truth to Nerxes, here again rene 
Thy Vows to aid me in deſtroying Artbeus.. _ ; 4 
The. Alas! I dare not. Bid this Hand lop of * 
Its Fellow, and it ſhall perform the Task; 5 
Or bid theſe goring Fingers from their Sockets ' 
Tear forth theſe Eyes that weep for Athens” . 
f rings, 0 
And they ſhall daſh them to the Earth, and ſtop - 
Grief's Blood-ſhot Fountains n "Og to wound my ; 
_ Country 
Now ſhe ſubmits, is a A much harder Task, 
Which my ſwell' d Heart denies my Hand to do. 
Xer. By Heavin, the T raytor owns. his paſs 
Revolt, 
And lays his Plots, with Athens, for my Run. 
The. Oh! think not ſo.— Ny Heart, my Sword, 
are yours, 
For ever yours. chuſe but ſome other Foe.— . 
Aer. I will; I have: Thou art the Foe 1 
. „ huſe 
For Death and Vengeance. —Baſeſt, vorſt of Men, 
I've mark d thee out for Ruin, Seize, diſarm 
han. BY [Guards ſeize him. 


Enter N eſiptolema. 

NE ip. No, ſeize me firſt; and, for my bridal be, 
Give me my Grave, ere with daltons Hands, 
You touch my Father. Royal Xerxes \fay, 
Are theſe the Joys that ſuit the nuptial Hour ? 

Muſt then the Blood of my Themiftocles 

Cement our new Alliance ? "If it muſt, 

Here, let out mine: Mine, whoſe unhappy Tears 

Prevail'd upon his gen Tous Soul to plead 

For our loſt Country's Peace. Mine was the Guilt, 

And thus I come to claim it, and intreat [ Kncels. 

For Mercy to her. No, no more for her, 

But him.— For me. N all! for my TTemiſtocles ! 
Xen, All 


* 
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Xer. All, all Confed rates to o'erturn my Glory. 
Speak ſome that can, for Wonder ſtops my Tongue 
Am I in Perſia now, or have we reach ed 
The Erecian Confines, where my ſecret Foes _ 
Have ruſh'd, from Ambuſh, on me, and betray d 
By my own Guards, my Crown, my 'Throne, my 
Bed, | | . 
My Heart it ſelf becomes a Prey to Traytors? 
Neſip. Have we deſery'd ſuch Titles? Is our Love 
To Athens. ſuch a Crime as quite excludes ' 
All Title unto yours? To yours, Oh Xerxes 
My firſt, my laſt, my only Source of oy! 
Oh! look not ſo incens'd, but ſmile upon me, 
As you were wont. — Can you, for one Offence, 
So 100n forget the Vows of Love you breath'd 
So often in my Ears? Where, where are all 
Ihe kind Careſſes, and endearing Fondneſs, 
That ty'd us to your Love.—— When, like a God, 
Your Power created us, and, out of nothing, : 
Bid us riſe up to a new World of Glory ? . 
Jer. Say ! anſwer thou; where are the facred 
V ows +5. | | 4 | * ö 
This Hour offer'd at the conſcious Shrines 
Of the all-ſeeing Sun, of Love to me, 
And ever- during Hate to curſed Athens ? 
Scarce made, but broken. Perjur d, faithleſs 
Greeks, 
Such is my Love to you. Ay, weep ! weep on. 
Whole Deluges, they ſhall be ſpent in vain. 
Thy Tears, that us'd to melt my Rage to Softneſs, 
As Show'rs that thaw the hard Froſt as they fall, 
Now coldly drop, like petrifying Springs, 
And turn my Heart to Stone — Away! be gone! 
Or Ruin may o'crwhelm you too with him. 
Neſip. Let it come down. What Ruin can exceed 
The Loſs of Love, of Xerxes, of Themiſtocles ! 
All other Miſeries are ſweet to that. 


Ohl turn not from me. Lock with thoſe kind Eyes, 
25 E 2 Ihhat 


34 THEMISTOCLES, 


That once with Favour ſaw my low Diſtreſs, 
And rais'd me to thoſe glorious Hey from whence 
Your Anger hath, itying, caſt us down. 
Xer. Ay, think w that] of all my LOVE hath 
done. 
To venge your Wrongs, to raiſe your thanklef 
Father 
High as the Clouds, where, like the Sun, 1 form d 
Another Sun, Whale Luſtre rivall'd mine, 
And ſhin d fo like mine own, the falſe one ſcarce 
Could be diſtinguiſh'd from the true. For him, 
For you, I banith* d all my faithful Friends, 
And drove bright Artemif a from my Heart. 
But, by the Gods, I will amend it . 
Haſte | fly ! recall the Queen. Bring back 
Mardonius 
And Artaban—Haſte ! tell them that mine Eyes, 
My Heart is open d for them. — ſay, I groan, 
1 Pant, I die, to do their Merit Juſtice, a 
| [I [Exeunt "ſome Officers, 
And baniſh hence theſe Traytors. 
Nefip. Firſt, let me die ! kill me, before 1 hear 
Thoſe dreaded Sounds again. My Lord! my King! 
My Husband! may I add, my Love, look on me 
Say, will you call her back 2 Is there no Room 
Leſt for Repentance ? Grief hath pierc'd my Soul. 
You mind me not. Vou are not touch d at all — 
See | I repent. my Soul ſhall join her Pray'rs 
With yours, for Athens Ruin. Mighty Gods! 
May ſhe fall low | may Xerxes triumph o er her! 
May his avenging Rage fall heavy on her, 
And ſee her as diſtreſs d, as loſt as me 
Ar. Ha!] ſay ſt thou? Sure there's Magick i in de 
Pray rs, 
That tho! I've found thee falſe, I truſt thee ſtill. 
By Heev'n,' thou'ſt got ſuch Hold within my Breaſt, 
Thar, like a barbed Dart, the Pain is leſs 
Jo let thee ſtill lie there, than tear thee thence 


With 
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With furious Rage. —— Guards ſer him free — 
I make thee __ © f 
The Miſtreſs of thy Father's Fate and Abou — 
Since thou again on ſt hate her.— If thy Prayers 
an, ere the Cloſe of Day, reclaim his Faith 

To To ſerve againſt the Creeks, by Arimanius, 

Tl yet be yours, and his. Bur, note! if once 
The ſexting Sun beholds our Mercy corn d, 

Deaf to thy Griefs, ſure Vengeance ſhall attend 

So falſe a Miſtreſs, and ſo baſe a Friend. [ Exit Xer. 

Aris. Haſte, follow him. —Thy Pray'rs may yet 

prevail. 

Neſ Ah no! twere vain.— I've 1 his Heart 
for ever.— 
Unleſs my Father But I dare not name it. 

J will not, —muſt not hope for Athens Ruin. 

The. Oh! add not that to all my Weight of Miſery 
That bends and ſinks me down. No, cruel Fates, 
Tho' you can make me wretched, tis beyond 
Your Power to make me guilty. 

Arift. Whar's to be done > Our ſcanted Space of 

„ Fee, 
Asks Husbandry. Retire to your Tent, 
And there adjuſt new Meaſures. 

The. Wherefore, what Meaſures can the Ruin'd 

take, [ Hullenly. 
But to become their Fate, and fall with Honour ? 


Neſip. 1 do beſeech you, by theſe Tears, by all 
[ IVeeping.. 


The fond Obedience of my Life, by this 
Laſt fatal Proof of filial Love and Duty, FI 
That you'll retire, and ſee if you can yet 
Retrieve your ſhatter'd Fortunes. 

The. Hide but thoſe 'Tears, and lead me where 

thou wilt. | 

My loſt, much injur'd Child! forgive and pity me! 
Could not 1 fall, but I muſt drag thee down, © 


Spite of thy Prayers and Tears to ſhare my Ruin ! 
5 E 4 Oh 
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Oh wounding Anguiſh'! but I'll bear it all, 

*Tis glorious for our Country's Good to fall. 

The Gods, who fuccour Virtue in Diſtreſs, Y 
Unhurt themſelves, ſtill add to their own Bus, 

And — more Joy r thence their Hevng 
Bur thoſe brave Men ws cen the Gods excel,” 

Who! 2 for is pf 805 of 1 well, Lee, 
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„A v. SCENE L 
The Rene Pavillion. Enter Artemiſia, Mardonius 
and Artaban. | 


er. W HAT giddy Star Eng, preſices oer 
Pera s 
The Fates are not an Hour of o one Mind. | 
While, like toſt Mariners, we re forc d to — t.! 
And change our Courſe with evry Gale they ſend us. 
Arte. It matters not, ſince we ve prevail d at laſt, 
And riſe triumphant o'er our proſtrate Foes. | 
Again, Oh Perſia ! we return to grace | 
Thy ſpacious Camps, and with our armed Hoſts, 
Secure thy Safety, and adorn thy Throne. 
Art. A glorious Change indecd ! 


Fate is abroad, and ſtalking o'er the Field, 


Whilſt harneſs d Terror and Confuſion drive 
Her Iron Plough, that overturns the Face 
Of Things upon the Earth, and in its Boſom 
Sows the hid Seeds of Labour. — — On all. Brows 
But ours, dark-brooding Care and Sorrow fir 
Mourning theſe Exiles Fall. 
Mar. They reign d, indeed, among the nid dy Rout, 
Andi in their Zeal and falſe Applauſe grew ſtrong. 
33 f Art. Say, 


the Lover 7 hisCounTar. $7: 


Art. Say, aber, Twas to Wee, Sloth- and 
Weakneſs: - 
9 Strength; which, with their Ruin, 


> 
* 
F 


They frac ſhall anſwer. +, 
te. Let the Weak threaten, whoſe enfeebled 
Hande 
Want Power to inch chile Wills we ſtand poſſeſs d 
Of our large Hopes, and let us ſtrait attend 
Our mighty Monarch's Summons. 
Mar. The Sun is ſet — lers haſte, the Night hath 
caught us. 
Arte. Lo Xerxes comes, and like another Sun, 
Riſes to light us to new Days of Glory— 


"Enter Xerxes, attended 
Ver. Come to my Arms! my Queen! lodge in my 
Soul! [ Embrace. 
With theſe true Friends, where let our doubſed Love 
Atone our paſt For gerfulneſi— then add not to 
The Bitterneſs of Grief by vain Reproaches ; 
I'm now my ſelf again, and know my Friends, 
Whom thus my Heart bids welcome— | Embrace. 
Arte. Fate never more divide us—be our Hearts, 
Our Souls, our Hoſts, our Crowns now join'd for 
ever. 
Art. My Emperor! my Sword is thine —_ 
My Heart was ever fo——— 
Mar. And mine with firmeſt Pealty. | 
Xer. Such I eſteem you—ſelf-condemn'd, I own 
Your Faith to me, and Service to our Crown, 
And brand my Fondneſs to theſe Greeks, with Folly! 
I will not hide my Shame, it looks too like 
Alliance with their Crimes—by all my Hopes, 
Theſe Minions, whom my Love had raisd to 
Heights 
I bluſh to Name, have join'd with Greece againſt me, 


From me revolted, ſorm'd a League with _— , 
gs f 
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And ſeal it irreverſible. 


3 THEMISTOCLES 


And with her Legate, Ariſtides, here, 
Renounc'd my Cauſe, unleſs I fign'd her Peace. 


Arte. Horrid Ingratitude ! but they re found ar 
laſt 


'Theſe ſmooth-fac'd Friends, tho' like falſe Gold. „they 


The Monarch's Stamp, his Image and Inſcription; 


Vet to the Touchſtone brought, the ſpecious Cheat 


Is ſoon diſcern'dy and the falie Metal ſcorn'd. 
Mar. Such Crimes do call for Nn, as 
ſtrange 
And monſtrous, as their Nature. — Greeks and 
Fraytors! 
Art. Falſe, and ungrateful, to the beſt of Kings. 
Arte. This we foretold you— _ 
While Xerxes—but I need not name a Weakneſs - 
Your Actions have condemn'd, and ſoon will puniſh, 


In theſe deteſted Exiles. 
Xer. Here I abandon them ! be your Reſentments 


The meaſure of their Crimes - pronounce their 


Doom, 
And our Imperial Sanction ſhall andes 


Atte. Then be immediate Baniſnment then Sefitince 
Art. With Confiſcation to the publick Service 
Of all the Wealth, immenſe, the Greek amaſs d, 
And Forfeiture of thoſe * Imperial Cities, 
Which, with unmeaſur'd Bounty, you aſſign d 


His Menſals and Domains 
Xer. Be it decreed and ere the Sun ſalute 


This World again, ſee this, our Royal Mandate 
Enroll'd and executed p 

Mar. 'That be my Care. 

Art. Till then, dread Sovereign, the publick 


Safety 


* Vide Nepos, 


Demands 


the Lover of his CounTay. 59 
Demands his cloſe Confinement—Ill it ſuits, | 
Both with his State and ours, that here he walks 
Ar the full Length and Tether of his Power ; 
When in the Soldiers Love, we know, he ſtands 
So ſubtly rivetted, that with the leaſt 
Shew of his Danger, the mad Rout would run, 
As if their holieſt Temple were on Fire, 
And riſque their Lives to fave him 


Xer. That, in our Care, be anfwer'd—but behold, 


Where Neſiptolema, no more our Empreſs, 

Her Treſſes all diſhevell'd, and each Feature 
Swell'd with the Rack of Grief. and conſcious Guilt, 
Haſts, with vain Tears, to deprecate our Vengeance. 

Art. Admit her not — 

Arte. Deny her Audience | from your Preſence 
| drive 

The falſe Deceiver—ſhe hath us'd ſo long 
Your Ear to liſten, and approve her Falſhoods, 

She yet may lead your eaſy Faith aſtray. 

Xer. Let me no more be donbted—I am firm; 
My Wrongs have prov'd a Med'cine to my Heart, 
Toad cool'd the fev'rous Poiſon of her Love, 

In my ſick Blood 


Enter Neſiptolema. 
Ne 7p. Where ſhall I turn? where, whither ſhall 
If 
To find N Friend! a Friend to my Misfortunes? 
When Xerxes, he, who us'd to guard me from them, 
Is turn'd my Foe; when he, who us d to cheer me, 
Like a poor drooping Flower, with his Beams, 
Withdraws his Influence now, and leaves me blaſted 
With the cold Dews of Night and dark Deſpair. 
Yet, oh! if there are left ſome ſmall Remains 
Of Love and Mercy, in the Heart of Xerxes; 
I come— wretched and loft ! I come to claim them 
now |! 


Jer. Is 


oo p 
* 
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Ver. Is not the Hour, affign'd for Mercy, laps'd, 
And all tor Pere ers of my Love diſdain' d, rad 4117 
And factificd to Athens>—to mine Enemies? =p 
What can you hope from me, but FIAT Vage 
For violated Faith, your perjur d Vows, 

And unexampled Falſhood >—— _.. 
Nefip. In vain, indeed, I've ſtrove to move 2 bes 
miſtocles ; E ; 7 
Too well, I know, Tie the fatal Doom 
Is paſs'd, and our Deſtruction ſeal'd for ever. 
No more my Sight is pleaſing to thine Eyes; 
No more my Voice delights thee, or my Prayers 
Lull your wak'd Wrath—nor dare I hope (alas 
What can I hope, forſook by Heav'n and Vou) 
To ſhake the ſettled Purpoſe of your Soul, 
That has decreed our Fall—And yet, perhaps, 
My Royal Lord, in Pity may look back, 
On all the T ruth, the Faith, the Love, the Services, 
'The brave T hems ocles (for oh, I fear | 
To name my Self) once paid to mighty Xerxes 
You may, you muſt remember, how his Arms _ 
Suſtain d your falling Power, how his Conquefts 
Secur'd your Glory, how his harneſt Breaſt | 
Stood like a Shield, between your Throne and 
ret, ! 
How oft he'as bled for. you, and thinking that, 
Mercy will cry, Let bim not bleed again; 
Mercy will call to ſtop th" uplifted Sword, | 
That ſtands unſheath'd, to pierce his noble Boſom. 
Art. What mean theſe Shouts ? there may be 
Danger in them, [ Shouts diſtant. 
Things ſtand unſetcled, and ſome ſudden Change 
May take us unprovided. [ Afide to Mard. 

Mard. Fear not, I'll watch each Motion, and pre- 

vent it. [ Afide to Art. E Exit. 

Arte. Alas! the Coward trembles for his Life, 
And ſends her here to whine for Mercy * him. 


Aer. 1 


the Lover of his Country. 6x 
Jerx, 1 fee i plan — degenerate and ſpiric- 


But where Ingratitude, that Sin of Upſtarts, © * 
And Vice of Cowards, once takes Root, a Thoufand 
Baſe, grov'ling Crimes cling round its monſtrous 
_ Growth, 4 1-45, ab kk 
Like * to old Oaks, to hide its Rottenneſs. _ 
Away, have done know, for the Traitor's Life, 
b thinks worth:his Pray'rs, we'ye ſcorn'd to 
n N | 
Let him fly, baniſh'd hence, and bear the Burthen, 
To aid the Greeks, and plot againſt our Glory, 
Nefip. Alas! you know him not, you wrong his 
Virtue. | aſs | <9 
Arte. His Virtue! . how the Name becomes his 
Treaſons; r | 
Away! fly hence, and baniſh'd, ſeek ſome Maſter 
To flatter and betray. _ 8 g 
Noe ſip. Muſt I notſpeak ? not for a Father's Life? 
May I not ſue to fave a Parent's Blood > 
Can't I be heard ? will Xerxes ſtop his Ears, 
When all I ask, is to prevent the Death 
Of his once-lov'd Themiſtocles this Moment 
I left him proſtrate, groaning on the Earth, 
Determin'd, by his Death, to expiate all 
His vain, imagin'd Guilt, refolv'd by one, 
One fatal Blow, to prove his Faith to Xerxes, 
And Love to Ereece Oh haſte, in pity, haſte, 
Seize him, confine him, force him to your Side; 
Do any thing—do all to fave T hemiſtocles 
Prevent, fave, ſtop the Ruin he reſolves! 
And ruſh between his Boſom and the Blow! 
Jer. What can this mean? has he reſolv'd to die? 
Arte. Some poor Evaſion to delude your Juſtice. 
Art. Some Artifice, in hopes to move your Mercy. 
ow Shouts. 
Xer. What would theſe hideous Clamours in the 


Camp ? 


Enter 
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Enter Mardonius and Offers Moody, Swords . 
drawn, Ge. 

- Mar Arm, ſacred Xcrxes / take to your Defence, 
While yet tis in your Power —Half the Troops, 
Rais d by ſome Friends and Creatures of 7 bemiſtocles, | 
Demand their General's Safety—T bemiſtocles ISS 
Is all the Cry, for ever live 7 bemiſtocles ! 

All Order, all Command deipisd,- part guard 

His Tent, while others, like a Torrent, ſweep 

All Oppoſition down, and call aloud, 

Claſhing their Swords and Shields, to ſeize his 
Enemies... 

Ner. Villains and Traitors! call our Guards—lead 
up 
The Carian Troops, and yours, to face che Tumult 
All will be loſt ! will none defend our Safety? 

Arte. Our Troops, our Lives ſhall guard you. 

Neſip. Whom ſhall they guard him from ? will e er 

Themiſtocles 
Lift up his Hand Againſt the Throne of ee 9 
No, witneſs Heav'n, that knows his Faith's unſhaken! 
Arte. His Faith! abandon'd Fraitor!— yes, theſe 
Tumules, uva Shouts. 
Theſe Shouts proclaim it loud ! have not his Arts, 
And his Afociates, rais'd theſe deſperate Rebels, 
Te menace all our gafeties? 
- Nefip. He raisd them not; Guardians of injur d 
Innocence! 
Juſt Gods! oh whifper Love and Truth to Xerxes, 
W itneſs, T hemiſtocles abhors ſuch Treafons ! 

Xer. *Tis falſe, by Heav'n! 'tis he has hatch'd 

them all, i. 
And while he works his ſecret Mines of Ruin, 

Hath ſent thee here to ſpy upon our M eakneſs; ; 

Hark, thy Confed' rates call thee—hence, away! 
[vaſt Shouts and Noiſe of Fighting; 

And) Join the Traitors ye have arm'd n us! 
For 


the Lover of his Country, 63 
For ever from our Bed, our Love divorc'd, 
Here 1 abjure thee —-- Hark the Trumpet ſummons. 


[ Trumpets, 
My Wrongs, the Gods, and Artemiſia call ; 
Greece trembles, her aſſociate Traytors fall, > 
And our arm d Vengeance ſhall o'er-whelm them all. 


[ Exeunt all but Neſiptolema. 
N ef ptolema Kia. 


Neſip. Falſe World ! Falſe Hopes Ambition q 


Glory! Love! 
Empire! And all thy glitt' ring Pomps, and Power, 
Adieu! Adieu for ever! Yet, ye Fates, 
J could arrai gn your Juſtice, and demand, - 
How I ve deſerv d your Rage ! --— But TI be ſilent, 
And ſince my Doom's pronounc'd, I'll give't ſuch 
welcome, | 
As doth the duteous Child, who in her Arms, 
To pleaſe her Guardians, takes the Wrerch ſhe "loaths, 
And makes his Bed her Grave! What mean theſc 
Tumults? [ Shouts: 
Forbid it Heav'n, that my Father? s Ruin - 
Should arm a Sword againſt my King, my Husband. 
Rather than that, come all his envious Foes, 
And, trampling on his Virtue, cloſe the Scene 
Of his high Fame, his Hopes, and mine, for ever. 
[ Shouts. 
I'll haſte to's Tent, and know what mean theſe 


Uproars ; 
Oh they are calm to thoſe within my Boſom. [ Exit. 


SCENE II. Theniiſtodess Tint 


Enter 'T hemiſtocles, Ariſtides, Demaratus, with 


Officers, Soldiers, and Attendants. 


Them. Urge me no more! your ill-direQed Zeal, 
— While it hath aim'd this Shaft againſt my Form} ' 
5 at 


- 
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Hath hurt ourſelf, and, with a mortal Wound, 
Pierced m beſt of Life, my Fame, and Honour. 
Ariſt. We've done what Men ſhould do, who 


dare prefer 
Their Friends, and Country $ Safety to their own. | 
With moſt ſucceſsful Management we've gain'd 
The half of all theſe Hoſts to own your Quarrel, 
And fate our felleſt Vengeance on the Foes 
Of Athens, and Themiſtoc les. 
Dem. We have brought o'er the braveſt, boldeſt 
Veterans, 
To riſe for your Deliverance — In their Files 
Th'enrag'd Brigades do ſtand, and with Impatience 
Call for T hemiſtocles — Haſte } lead them on | 
And Fortune is your own, to carve at Pleaſure, 
Both to your Friends, and Foes, 
Them. I think not of them — my firm Thoughts 
| are fix d 
On higher Views — Alas! my Hopes have ſoard 
Above this under World, and all its Cares 
Een Ruin, or Succeſs, are grown to me 
Alike indifferent — now not worth a Wiſh, 
But never worth Sedition, or Rebellion. 
Ariſt. Is it Rebellion, to oppoſe the Malice, 
Of Atbens moſt inveterate Foes, and yours? 
Tbem. Yes, when they're arm'd by Xerxes — Oh, 
my Hand 
Is chain d unto my Heart, that dares not riſe 
Againſt him, ev'n in any angry Thought, 
Or one unkind Reproach — If he has doom'd me, 
J will not juſtify my Foes ſo much, 
To diſobey him, and by Force refiſt 
Their Malice, or his Will 
Ariſt. Then, can you ſee your Country thus 
expos'd 
Io all the barbarous Fury of our Enemies, 
Nor riſe in her Defence, when we have plac'd 


The Power in your Hands, to guard, to fave her? 
| Them. 'That 


the Lover of his Country, 65 
Them. That might be ſpard = I've ſerv'd 

| well, and faithfully, {par in if h _ 
Fen to my Ruin ſerv'd her — And ſince, now 
I muſt appear unfaithful unto Xerxes, . 

Or cruel to my Country, I've refolv'd 

'To periſh like myſelf, to fall Triumphant, 

And, with my Life, end the great, glorious Conteſt, 

Ariſt. Then you are firm to die ? | 

Them. I am. 

Dem. The Gods divert you from it — *tis a Change, 
Fearful to Nature ſtill —- 
Them. To me it ſeems not ſo — Is Life ſo ſweet, 
With all its Pains, that Death's great Writ of Eaſe 
Should be ſo dreadful to us, which is but 
Kind Nature's Alms, to Fortune's wretched Beggars? 
Sure he, who thro' his Life, like us hath ſcorn'd 
(When tempted) to ſhake off the human Nature. 
The Awe of Virtue, and the Love of Heav'n, 

Can never tremble, when his Honour calls, 
And bids him quit this Veil of Fleſh, and Miſery ! 
All we ſhould fear, is, while we act the Part 
Of Men, we fink not from the glorious Character; 
Or, by ſome vile, or vicious Act, diſgrace 
The noble human Being — If we've fear'd that, 
Then, unappall'd, our Hearts may Face Death's 
7 "Terrors. | 
Ariſt. It is moſt true — I've liv'd but for my 
Country 5 
And, ſince that View's no more, rather than ſee 
Her Bondage, and your Ruin, which I've caus d, 
(Moſt innocently caus d) I ſtand refolv'd 
To ſhare your worſt of Fortunes, and fall with you, 

Dem. Oh yet, conſider, you may live to turn 
The Ballance of your Fate, relieve your Friends, 
Defeat your Enemies, and, once again 
Reign in the Heart of Xerxes » — 5 

h. Say that I could — it is not worth my Care » 
Alas | I've try'd this World in all its Changes, | 
- F States, 
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States, and Conditions ; have been great, and happy, 
Wretched, and low, and paſt thro all its Stages. 
And oh, believe me, who have known it beſt, _ _. 
It is not worth the Buſtle that it coſts & 
Tis but a Medley, all of idle Hopes 
And abject childiſh Fears. | 
Ariſt. True, true, indeed — and ſince you haye 
decreed it,- _ 8 1 
Then let us ſtrait bid it farewell for ever, 
And, with a Grecian, and true Soldier's Spirit, 
Shake off its threat ned Bondage. 7 | 
Them. Be it ſo— my Soul ſhall” lead thee to its 
.  Refyge! 2 * 
Bring in the poiſon'd Goblet, that ſhall raiſe 
Our Spirits to the Gods — [Slaves bring it in. 
Dem. Then let me beg by all your Love, to ſhare 
This laſt, this bittereſt Trial of your Virtue. 
Mew, I charge thee not, by all our holieſt Friend- 
 fhip: 1 
But when Death's leaden Hand hath clos'd our Eyes, 
In Grecian Earth, within our Country's Boſom 


Inhume our Bones, and labour to retrieve, 


My moſt belov'd, moſt injur'd Daughter's Fortune. 
Dem. I will! I will — I dare not diſobey you — 
„ 3418 —4 | , [ weeps, 
Them. I thank your Love— One kind Embrace. 
| ps hi 3 [ Embrace, 
Thus, then Adieu! Eternally Adieu! | 
My Friend! my ever faithful Demaratus ! 
Once, and for ever farewell, Ariſtides . [ Embrace. 
My noble Rival in the Race of Honour! 
Here, in this Cup, be drown'd our ancient Enmity, 
And all the little Cares of mortal Being. 
Ariſt My Soul is waiting at my Lips to pledge you. 
Them. Make we Libation of the Cup to Fove ; 
| [hneels, and pours out ſome Wine onthe Ground twice. 
2 Deliverer, and Avenger: 
o Mercury, of the Earth, and Heav'ns high E ; 
4 | nd, 
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And, as at Salamis, with chearful Hearts, [riſes, 

Dauntleſs we charg d, and overthrew the Perſians, 

In Search of glorious Death, or beauteous Liberty, 

Find we thoſe Bleſſings now — T[arinks, _ 

Ariſt. Give me the healing Cordial for a Soul 

Sick of this wretched World — Ye mighty Spirits, 

Who, in Defence of our dear Coal Liberty, 

Bravely reſign d, and offer d up your Lives. 

To you I drink, invoke you to the Pledge, 

And haſte to mingle with you _ [arinks; 
Dem. What, look you Pale already? How ist 
© with you? | 

Ariſt. E'en as with one, who in mid Ocean 
ſhipwreck'd, OY | 

Strives yet to ſwim a little, and ſurvive 

A few ſhort Moments ere he ſinks for ever. 

Dem. I fear your Enemies approach. 
| [ Shouts at a Diſtance. 
_ Th. Fear thou that art to live - we have ſhook off 
That Bondage of the Soul — Yet, Neſiptolema, 
Still I muſt fear for thee — But, lo ſhe comes. 


Enter Neſiptolema. 
Yet, once again my fond defiring Eyes 
Behold thy Face, mine Arms ſhall fold thee cloſe, 
T | [ Embrace. 
And my pale Lips ſhall bleſs thee cre I die. 

Neſip. Fate ſhan't deny us that, tho Xerxes Sword 
Fills all yon Fields with Blood, and thirſts for thine, 
Trampling o'er all thy murder'd Friends, he comes, 
Surrounded with our Foes — Haſte, Fly, Eſcape, 
Before their Vengeance ſeize you. | 

Them. Thro' my Life's Race I never fled my Foe, 
Nor will I think on't now. 

Ariſt. Farewell to Life, and thee, much-wrong'd 


Themiſtocles ! p [ ates. 
Them. What, art thou gone? Farewell, thou noble 
Grecian, | 
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The trueſt Patriot, and the Juſteſt Man, 
Be writ with Tears upon thy honour'd Grave. 
_ Nefip. What means this? Who hath ſlain him? 
[ [tarts ſurpriz'd. 
Haſte! Speak! Alas! my Fears out-run thy Words; 
You have forſook me, ſtole to Death in private, 
And left me in a wild unpitying World, 
Friendleſs, and deſolate --- This Bowl is poiſonꝰd 
Th. It is — Tis that which hath deliver'd him, 
And is untying here the Load of Life 
Which I have bore ſo long | 
Neffp. — here is that which ſhall ſet free my 
Soul, | | 
And lend me Wings to ſoar with you to Heav'n, 
That ſhall prevent the Triumph, the edg'd Scorn, 
Of Artemiſia's Pride, and Xerxes Falſhood. 
going to take the Goblet off the Table, he ſeizes it. 
Lend me the Bowl - for never did thy Hand, 
Reach me ſo rich a Cordial, ſo true Comfort. 
Them. It muſt not be, ſuch Preſents ill would ſuit 
So fond a Father's Hand ---- Oh, be't enough, 

That my raſh Folly hath undone thy Peace, | 
Let me not kill thee too --== thou ſhalt not taſte it -=-- 
 Nefp. By all the wild Deſpair that tears my Soul, 

I muſt --- I will ---- unkind ---- Can you ſuppoſe 

I poorly would ſurvive the mighty Loſs 

Of Love, of Xerx2s, Glory, Fame, and Thee? 

No, give me Daggers, Poiſon, Plagyes, or Flame: 

Oh, any Fate but that ---- Lend me the Bowl, 

My Soul's athirſt to die — [ ſtrives to ſeize it. 

Them. Icannot, will not, Thy dear Love arreſts 

My half conſenting Hand [ Shonts, 

Nip. Hark, they approach ---- Say, vouldſt 
thou ſee me live, 
Perſia's vile Scorn, and Artemiſia's Slave? 
What? Can you leave me to my Foes abandon'd, 


And grudge to take me with you ? 


Them. My 
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Th. My Spirits ſicken — Say, can I reſolv 
To ſee thee periſh ! periſhing — me ann 
My — draops ſlackned, and my Hand grows 
wea 
And trembles while it ſtruggles to preſerve thee — 
I bend to Earth — yet thus, thus to the laſt 
[ ſinks down, and daſhes down the Bowl, 
I'll wreſtle with thee for thy Life, and fave thee. | 
Neſip. Oh moſt unkind! u. What die before me too? 
Nay, then, thou fatal Miniſter of Death, . _ 
[ /eizes Ariſtides's Dagger, and ſtabs herſelf. 
I graſp thee faſt, and 1 in my Boſom. 
Dem. Oh ſhe is ſlain ! 
Them, Is the Deed done ? Fearful, neg 
Chance! 20 th 
Oh, Demaratus, lay me by her Side, 
That 1 may eaſe tay Head on her loyd Breaſt, 
And weep awhile, and die — What Noiſe is this? | 
[Voi ſe of, Way for the Emperor. 
Still do I live? Death; are thy Darts ſo blunted, 
Or, is thy Arm too weak to match my Spirit? 
Dem. Tis Xerxes Self , who, with your furious Foes, 
Haſten to make you Pris ner Lo they re here. 


Enter Xerxes, Artemiſia, Artaban, Mardonius, 
Guards bloody, all Swords drawn. 
Xer. Where are —4 Traytors hid to ſcape my 
Vengeance? 
Ha! by the Gods! here is a Scene of Death, [ Harts. 
That melts my Rage to pity — Whence is this? 
This wounding Sight? Lovely ill-fated Maid! 
Am I thy Murderer ? Oh ſpeak, Themiſtocles, 
What means this Pomp of Ruin ? 
[ kneels by him on one Knee. 
Them. Read there our Faith to thee, and Love to 
Athens ; 
Behold the Fate of an unhappy Man, 


_— having ſtabb'd his Country, ſtrove too m_ 
' 0 


20 THEMISTOCL ES," A.. 
To heal her Wounds, R in the Strife, 
Of bravely faving her, or ſerving thee. - 
I faint! I die! Oh let my laſt beſt Pray'rs 

Find Faith with Xerxes, while I call the Gods 

To witneſs to my Truth to thee, to Perſia ; 

And, with my lateſt Breath, implore for Peace - . 
For. Atbens, and Forgivenels to Themiſtocles, [dies. 
Arte. Wretched unhappy Exile ! SES 
Art. He's dead! and Xerxes now begins to reign! 

_  Mard, Perſia be ſafe! thus periſh all thy Foes ! 

Ker. Away, ye Traytors to my Fame and Perſia's? 

* 2 [ ſtarts up. 
is you o'erthrew him — By the Gods I ſee, 
The Greek was true and faithful yaniſh ! fly! 
Or Vengeance ſhall o ertake you ---= Yes, Themiſtocles, 
Thy Prayers are heard, and Athens ſhall have Peace. 
With Honour haſt thou run thy noble Race; 
Thro' endleſs Ages ſhall thy Glories bloom, 
And never fading Lawrels grace thy Tomb, 
While future 'Times my Folly muſt reprove, 
For thy wrong'd Friendſhip, and my injur'd Love! 
| [Curtain falls, 


EPI, 


[The Curtain being down. 
— Sp? fe Ey . Caen — 


AJ EL L, now all's over, with this glorious Greek, 

Pray give an Engliſh Woman Leave to ſpeak. 

| T never lił d theſe Plays of Greeks and Perſians ; 

Thoſe virtuous Fools, are One of my Averſions : 

If Greeks would die, to ſerve their Country, long ſince 

Muſt we be plagu'd with ſuch old-faſhion'd Nonſenſe © 

I don't know bow yo like it; but in France 

A Mon were bang'd, ſuch Maxims to advance. 

But you, rough Britons, with your curſed Bravery, 

Have ſuch a vile Autipathy to Slavery; 

You'd rather die like Fools, in Freedom Cauſe, 

Than once ſurvive your Liberties and Laws ; 

But, for my Part, Good Friends, upon my Conſcience, 

Fl never die a Martyr ts ſuch Nonſenſe. 755 

Take heed, dear Beaus, tbeſe Doctrines ſpread no 
further ; | 

Do not for Britain's Good, commit 2 

What ! give up Love and Life for ſenſeleſs Honour, 

And Care of ane s dear Country Hob upon her ! 

Well, let me die, theſe Bards are awkard Fools, 5 


To offer us ſuch rigid forma! Rules, 

T hat only ſuit with Pulpits, Books or Schools. 
Rules; but that Men find jitter of their own 
To walk by, would turn Europe upſide down. 


But, 


| "EF-ILOGUE 
But, thank our Stars, we Jive in better Times; 
Than moral Poets paint in muſty Rhymes; 
Now, Men have Senſe enough, to take the Meaſure 
Of Publick-Bleſſings, by their Private-Treaſure ; 
For if we're out of Place, or Poor, d'ye ſee, 
IV by, what's the Publick-Good togou or me ? 
Een let us make our Fortunes, honeſt Friends, 
And fink or ſwim, dear Country—we've our Ends. 
What think you, Britons, are nt we in the Right?) 
Dou re both to ſpeal— tuell then, Sirs, I invite 
You All to anſwer this, To-morrow Night. 
[ Goes out, and in a little time Returns 

| in a Hurry. 2 
Hold! Hold ſtay! ftay ! - good Jack, I have forgot ! 
To ſpeak much more, about the Lord knows what— 
Stay, ſtay! my Stars ! bow one is fore d to bau 
Sit down ! here's a Miftake ! I've not ſpoke all 
I here is this Prompter S rot you for a Dog, 


|  {|ſtrikes him. 

I thought I'd finiſi d the whole Epilogue. 

Let's To the Paper ſo The Bard unknown, [reads, 
Says, that be throws this Piece upon the Town, 
As Negroes try their Children——if it ſwim, 
He'll own i. if it finks —- fink on for him] 
Tet, tho diſcum d, you're all oblig'd to cheriſh 
A Play, that's thrown, like Baſtards, on the Pariſh, 
E'en Club for't then, and as known Fumblers get 
Brats father'd on them, do you father Mit; 
And if there's any here, that likes to oun 
This ſpurious Piece, he may—for Half a Crown, 
IF all's rejected, and if no Petitions 
Can ſcreen our Author from too hard Conditions, 
He vows to burn his Books, diſcard his Muſe, 
And plead like Schoot-boys whipt, the old Excuſe ; 
"Tis the Firſt Time, ſave him this Once, and then, 
Indeed ! he never do the like again. 
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